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The Fifth Year
Anthony Morrison

s the warm, orange sun was pulled to the horizon, Rich stared at
the wispy clouds high above. The smell of rotten leftovers from the
neighboring dumpster wafted into his cardboard box, making his
eyes water slightly. After a moment his shaky hand crept toward the flap to
shut out the deceiving clouds, which played at an existence they didn't have.
Just as his fingers grasped the cardboard flap, a piece of white broke from the
passing clouds and fluttered out of the heavens. At first Rich just watched
with his fingerless glove resting on the flap, his face frozen in the same
expression it had worn when he lost his last job years before. As the small
piece of cloud impacted the ground he jerked out of his trance and quickly
closed the flap . His eyes snapped closed as he rested his stocking-capped
head on a stack of newspapers, but his hand would not leave the cardboard
opening. Involuntarily his wrist pushed outward, flinging the flap open. One
eye came open and focused on the tiny piece of white, his face struggling to
rid itself of interest. "This ain't the time to start chasin' clouds," he muttered
to himself. But his eye didn't close.
Cautiously, he slithered out of his box with the sagging top and faded
lettering. Warily eyeing the item that hadn't moved in the last ten minutes, he
moved closer. "You ain't even a little cloud," he whispered, as his expression
returned to the glossed-over eyes and lifeless lips.
He picked up the small scrap of paper and examined it, fingering the
worn edges and squinting at the black lettering. It was a newspaper, or at least
a small corner of one, which must have blown out of the dumpster. It carried
no identification except the date, which caught his eye. It was five years in
the future.

A
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Slumped again in his box, he pondered the scrap. Word by word, he
reviewed what it said. It had room only for the date, some column headings,
and a column of letters followed by numbers. The cryptic symbols were
meaningless to Rich. "Gibberish. This little cloud is gibberish . . .. I knew it
would be a liar."
An indifferent chuckle ran out of his cracked lips at his joke, but still they
did not crack in a smile. Finally, he deposited the scrap into his pocket and
went to look for some food. Perhaps he would get lucky at the supermarket
tonight and they would be throwing out unsold produce again.
There was a freezing gust of wind that knifed through his ragged clothes
as he stepped out of the alleyway. Dead leaves rocketed by, and he tucked his
head down low into the collar of his thin shirt and focused his eyes on the
ground in front of him.
"Blasted wind. You don't do good for nobody, and I would know 'cause
nobody's me. And I say get off me!"
He continued muttering as he trudged block by block towards the supermarket and the brown dumpster that was behind it, unaware of the children
snatched out of his way and the young girls who crossed the street to avoid
him. Passing a dark apartment building, he saw the glow of a TV. He glanced
in as he passed, his whiskered face mirrored lightly in the large window. Two
steps later he stopped, his mind fumbling at what he had just seen. The
evening news had shown stock symbols, which looked strangely familiar.
Carefully, he pulled the scrap of paper from his shirt pocket and realized
that the gibberish on his paper was really a list of stock quotes. His eyebrows
furrowed and he turned the paper over looking for more clues about its origin,
or about its contents-he wasn't exactly sure what all the numbers were for and
not one of them had a dollar sign. He resumed his march towards his dinner.
He did not sleep as he lay in his box that night. Rich stared at the wilting
cardboard above him and thought of the paper. It was too dark to read it
again, but he had already read it a hundred times. Now the chill of night was
seeping into his cardboard home, and he was muttering again.
"God don't float papers to people. He just watches folks to see if they're
good folk or bad folk, mostly. The devil might drop lying papers though; I
think he's done whatever he wants to make people be bad. I'm just me. The
devil don't own me and God don't need me. So why's this trash making me
bothered?"
It was well into the night before he had decided what to do. Everyone
knew that rich guys, like the ones who worked in the tall building by his
dumpster, used stocks to make money. He had overheard them on their cell
phones talking about their stocks as they came out of the buildings in their
shiny shoes that clicked against the pavement, their suit coats buttoned up.
They pretended he wasn't there, but he would watch them out of the corner
of his eye, wondering what those shoes felt like to walk in and where one
12
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could buy a fancy suit coat like that. They liked to talk about how stocks
made them rich, and after they got rich they got drunk, which made them
talk about their stocks even more. Rich didn't know what the little numbers
and letters on the paper meant, but he knew he needed to find out.
The next morning, Rich stood on the uneven sidewalk in front of the
library, his hair and beard a mess. He had not been to the library for a long
time, because just as he knew to avoid the rich stock guys, he knew to avoid
the book readers and the college students in the library. The librarian came to
unlock the clear glass doors, but hesitated when she saw him. She looked
uncomfortable, and her nose twitched as if she smelled something rotten. He
watched as she glanced down to his feet, her face falling to see his shoes still
intact. Her expression grew unreadable as she walked up and turned the locking
mechanism. It clicked open.
Rich waited until she had walked back behind the big oak desk before
entering. He walked straight to the periodicals and began looking through
investment newspapers. The librarian watched him, but after a moment went
into the back room to escape her discomfort.
The manager of the supermarket was staring at him uneasily. Rich
removed his stocking hat and tried to tug his stringy dark hair behind his
ears with his fingernails, which had dirt caked under them. The reading he
had done at the library had been difficult, but it hadn't taken him long to see
the possibilities. His worn pair of Levi's displayed numerous holes, with
more in formation, but he had to come here anyway-he had to at least try.
He offered his hand to the store manager, his eyes never wavering. 'Tm
lookin' for work, sir. I'm real good at collapsing boxes and could have a
whole truckload o' boxes nice and small for ya in no time." The manager just
stared, half unbelieving of the whole situation, and half unable to pay attention
because of the smell of the man. The whole speech had sounded very disjointed,
as if someone else had written it. The silence became uncomfortable.
"I can work real fast and do other stuff-anything really," Rich added
hurriedly, his eyes wandering a little towards the shiny tile floor. The manager
looked to the ceiling, breathing deeply, his expression one of tortured compassion, but his words came as a surprise.
"You can sweep the back dock, outside, and we'll see from there."
The light in Rich's eyes became a fire.
Four years, 362 days later, Rich sat behind the big metal desk in the office
at the back of the supermarket. Sales were growing, and as a new manager,
that would mean another bonus. He leaned back in his chair. The first day of
his fifth year was only four days away, but he had worked an extra ten hours
13
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last week, on top of his normal sixty, and it looked as if he would have all
that he needed to capitalize on his opportunity. He had been sending three
out of four of his paychecks to his stockbroker, making conservative trades in
anticipation of his one big bet. Last week he had called his broker to deliver
carefully crafted comments about changing his strategy and taking on a little
more risk, and tomorrow he would call her again, this time to get her opinion
on a few obscure stocks that had "just happened to catch his eye." He paused
reflectively. Years ago he had decided that God offered him the chance of a
lifetime by dropping a little paper in front of him, and he had picked it up.
Now he was doing the best he could with his gift, and it was time to give
opportunities to others. He went back to work, leaning over the cold desk,
knowing that his overtime would be donated to the shelter across town. A life
of plenty was before him, and he would not die a miser.
That evening in his small studio apartment near the store, Rich leaned
back on the sagging mattress and closed his eyes. As he often did, he let his
thoughts go, and for a moment he was walking on the beach, just at sunset,
towards a table with white linen where a beautiful woman waited there for
him. The next moment he was searching in a large bookcase for a certain
novel, in a house he owned, and just as he found his query and pulled it out,
the same woman came in with ice-filled glasses and a pitcher of lemonade.
Sometimes as he dreamed of the fuh1re there were kids, and every once in
a while a dog or a close friend, but always she was there. They would laugh
together or cry together, but they were always together. Some things money
couldn't buy, and now that his finances were about to be taken care of for
good, those were the things that consumed him.
Each time he had returned to the library, the woman was there, for she
was the librarian. She had been frightened, maybe even disgusted, that first
day as she unlocked the door, but he had changed. Several times he had
asked for her help, watching her carefully as she whispered to herself and
touched each book, until she found the one she sought. He had planned the
second day of his fifth year almost as closely as he had the first. Casually, as
she helped him find a book, he would offer to buy her dinner. He would go
slowly, carefully, just as he had with his finances, for she was yet another gift
from God, and by now Rich knew what to do with an opportunity from God.
The next morning was bright and busy. There were only three days left
until his fifth year, but he was determined to not slack off at the end. He
munched on a single piece of toast as he left his small apartment, being careful
to not get any raspberry jam on his white shirt or his new tie. The warmth of
the morning sun on his close-cropped haircut seemed to give him a little
longer stride on the short walk to the store. He had just about reached the
back of the store when he felt eyes watching him from the side. Anxiously,
he peered behind the store, towards the big loading dock he had swept so
diligently so long ago . ..
14
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There was movement, and finally hi s eyes locked on the homeless man.
Dirty and ragged, the gray-haired man cowered behind the dumpster, a
discarded stale donut in each hand . Immediately, Rich's mind called up
memories of the damp smell of cardboard in the middle of the night, the
excitement of an overlooked head of lettuce still fit for consumption, and the
stink of despair that follows hard times. For a moment, he was the old man,
hoping for a treasure in other people's garbage. Again he experienced the
looks on the faces of scared children, taunting teenagers, and distrusting
parents. He felt the shame of constant filth and the sting of worthlessness.
These stimulants mixed within him, creating a powerful compound of
gratitude and compassion.
He turned his path toward s the old man. The man was unsure, but Rich
did not speak until he reached the dumpster.
"You know," he began, "this loading dock needs to be swept, but my
stockers are all busy. Would you be willing to work for me today?"
Shock played into the man' s stony expression. A moment later he was
stammering his acceptance, "Yessir, I could do that. I swept things before and
got the dirt 'n stuff offa there . .. "
As the old man carefully began sweeping, Rich saw something in his
eyes. There was a bright spot, like a piece of a cloud lying on dark pavement.
Rich turned and headed around the corner, the excitement of the end of
his fourth year building inside him. He stepped around the corner just as a
black car shot down the alleyway. To Rich, the screeching tires did not mask
the sound of his legs being crushed by the bumper or the tremendous thud as
his head hit the asphalt and divided .
The first day of Rich' s fifth year was a beautiful day. The stock market
soared, and most supermarkets saw record sales. As Rich was laid to rest, the
homeless man back on the loading dock swept carefully, enjoying the tingling
sensation of the wind on his newly shaven face . A razor and some soap had
been bestowed on him by a co-worker the day before, and today he felt capable
of sweeping this dock. At times his thoughts strayed, and he would start
mumbling to himself. "That manager-guy was a good fella. I wonder if God
sent him. But God don' t just go around sendin' people to do stuff. He kinda
watches us to see what we gonna do. But the Devil didn't send him to do
nothin' either, not that guy . . . . "
His voice trailed off as he swept a little harder.
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Game of Chess
Ciara Thompson

ugene Frogner liked to collect chess books. Titles like How to Play Chess,
You and Your Opponent, and Getting to Know Your Chessboard were a part
of his collection. He owned 4,781 chess books varying in size, color, and
condition. On his polished mahogany coffee table lay a blue book about an
inch thick that still wore the plastic wrapping. Eugene had carefully cut the
cellophane so he could read the book without ruining its cover. The book had
cost $29.95. He turned a page, pursing his mouth and pulling on his lower lip.
His squinty eyes under his speckled gray eyebrows moved back and
forth, absorbing each line. Eugene lowered his book, glancing at the
Palisander-Maple chess board beside him. His narrow, transparent hand
reached out blindly and moved his knight to gS as he continued to read. He
carefully wrote "Nxg5" on the back of a small postcard .
He closed the book with a sigh and stood up, replacing it on the shelf.
Four long steps brought him to the bookcase, which spanned from floor to
ceiling and wrapped around the small, yet well-furnished room. He began
to search the different shelves. No, not Taking Out Their King. His finger
skimmed over The Ideal Diet of a Chessman, Learn to Play Chess by Osmosis, and
Why You Should Never Cheat at a Tournament . He stepped back, hands on his
hips, and frowned. Now where had he placed it?
A timer went off in the kitchen, and he remembered his meal on the
stove. The kitchen was flushed with natural light from the large windows
over the kitchen nook. He lifted the lid to the pot and was met by a blast of
steam. Inside, vegetables seasoned with herbs bubbled on the surface: brussel
sprouts, onions, cabbage. His mouth watered. Eugene opened the drawer,

E
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fingers fumbling through the clutter for a spoon. After lowering the heat to a
simmer, he placed the lid back on the pot with a metallic clink.
He was about to leave when a small, white book-a pamphlet reallycaught his eye. A smile crept into his lined face . Eugene picked up the book
that he had been searching for and turned it over. It read How to Meet Other

Chess Players and Other Dating Tips for the Single Chessman.
It had been two days since he found the small white book. He had spent
most of the afternoon preparing the evening meal and even made a quick trip
to the local bakery. The clock struck seven, and Eugene moved back and forth
from the kitchen to the dining room, carrying the fine white and blue china
and the crystal one piece at a time to avoid any accidents. He carefully placed
a white linen napkin next to each setting and, after just barely shifting one of
the forks up and to the left, he stood back to observe his work. Satisfied, he
turned his attention to the pale, unlit candles on the table. The match hissed
as Eugene struck it against the newly opened box. He bent over the round
table, careful not to get any sauce on his freshly pressed gray jacket, and lit
the tall dinner candles before sitting down. The weak lighting revealed a
scene that was more discomforting than romantic. The Palladian windows
reflected only the light of the flickering candles. Eugene reached for the 1931
Chardonnay and poured himself a glass. He filled the glass across from him
before taking a sip.
"It's a good year, is it not?" he asked. The empty chair across from him
did not respond . With the glass poised in his hand, Eugene carefully turned
the page of the small white book to chapter nine, "How to Practice Dining
for the First Time," and read from the top: "in case of an uncomfortable
silence during the meal, ask your date if she is enjoying the meal."
Eugene cleared his throat. "This dinner . . . I mean, I hope you are enjoying
your meal."
He quickly took a bite of the lamb and mint jelly and fingered through a
few more pages. "When speaking to your date, address her by name to show
your interest." He set down his knife and fork on his plate and touched his
lips with the napkin. He leaned forward; his brow was creased and showed
signs of perspiration.
"Elaine," he said, and then paused. "Ellen?" He leaned back in his chair.
"Mabel. Margaret. Eleanor. Dolly." He smiled, embarrassed yet emboldened
with new confidence, and tried again after clearing his throat several times.
"My dear," he began, quickly glancing down at the page. "You have come
to mean as much to me as .. ." His breathing and the ticking of each second
from the grandfather clock in the library seemed unusually loud. He glanced
around wildly. His hands, which had been resting easily on the edge of the
table, lost their color as they held on for dear life. "As chess," he finally spit
out. He smiled again.
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As the evening progressed, he drifted into a relaxed mood with each
passing glass of wine. He enjoyed this dead monologue with the empty chair.
In his head he called her M, perhaps for Mabel, Molly, Margaret? He did not
know. Did he need to know more than that? He could hear M's delightful
murmurs; he was sure his date found his sense of humor delightful.
"And then, there was this one time ... " The candles burned low. Eugene
found himself slapping his knee and winking across the table from time to
time. The plate across from him had not been touched, but Eugene seemed
not to notice. Along with the lamb, there were potatoes, fresh greens, soup
with fresh small pearl onions-all excellently regarded by his date-and
blackberry pie.
Eugene suggested that they move into the library. The lamp helped create
a comfortable setting. Eugene sat down on the small sofa, which cozily accommodated two. He sat rigidly next to his date. He turned his head in her direction only to find that this caused a cramp in his neck. He shifted his body
towards her instead.
"I wonder if my knees just bumped hers?" he said aloud. He stood quickly,
taking a step backwards. "Perhaps I should sit . . . here." He chose the small,
delicate chair beside him with the intricate embroidery. While he still found
himself facing away from his date, he felt free to turn and even crossed his
legs. Then he crossed them the other way. Ah, this is more like it, he thought.
"Coffee?" he asked.
"I didn't always date, you know," Eugene said. "No, no, I really didn't.
Women always mystified me. Didn't have any sisters. And my mother, well
she passed away before I was seven."
"What about you?" He waited allowing a long enough pause for her to
answer. He glanced several times at the clock before realizing that it was rude
of him to keep checking the time.
"Why, that's fascinating," he finally said. He helped himself to another cup
of coffee and, as an afterthought, dropped a lump of sugar in the other cup.
"People are always asking me where I got all my books." Eugene looked
up nervously over his cup but, deciding she hadn't thought anything of this,
he went on.
"I found most of them here, right in some of our own bookstores. But
others took some effort. London." He took a sip.
"Ever been to London? Oh, I agree. Gloomy eleven months out of the
year, but there are some fascinating things to see over there. Yes, many of my
books came from London." He looked over his shoulder at the books.
"India. I have one from India. Never been there myself." He felt his date
looked unimpressed.
"India," he tried again . "I have one from India. Ever been there?" he
asked timidly. "Oh, of course. Lived there for six months with my brother and
his wife. Much too hot. Should have come back on the next boat."
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"I can't remember where they all came from, of course, just too many.
What about you? Ever come across any intriguing books yourself?" He nodded
politely as each title was named. "No, no, never read Chess at Teatime or
Winning Isn 't Everything. But are you sure that's the case?" He laughed, but he
stopped when he noticed her expression.
"Yes, yes, of course. Winning. So trivial compared to the actual game
itself." He glanced down at the chessboard on the coffee table where he had
left it. He looked up. "You've noticed my chessboard. Quite a nice set. I recently had it sent all the way from Boston. The man who sold it to me was a
fine gentleman. Hardly spoke a word of English. Dutch, I think he was. Yes,
quite a nice set." He leaned over and picked up a pawn and then put it back.
"Moving a piece out of turn wouldn't do, now would it?" Noticing her
inquisitive expression he continued. "Why, yes, I am playing with a gentleman
through correspondence." He picked up the postcard that was still lying next
to the board. He had forgotten to mail it. He looked back up. "Where was I?
Oh, yes. Quite a fine player, though I was surprised to learn he wasn't familiar
with en passant. Of course, you understand."
"You w-wouldn't like to play, would you? I have a different set in the
next room." He waited while she decided.
"No? Quite all right, quite all right. Another time perhaps." For some
time he allowed her voice to take over the conversation, nodding occasionally
while giving his coffee a stir. He listened to the silence. Eugene glanced around
for the white book and then remembered he had left it on the dining table.
"Pardon me. I'll be right back." With a rather foolish look on his face, he
left the room. The book was right where he remembered. He picked it up
and began scanning through the chapter. Dinner, yes. Conversation with eye
contact, yes. Coffee and conversation about chess (It's What Brought You
Together!), yes. Then his finger stopped. He read:
As the date draws to an end, the time comes to bid your date farewell. This is
where it is necessary to eva luate the evening so that you are able to decide the
best course of action. With ten being the highest score and one the lowest, pick
the following grouping that your date falls into.
(1-3) You and your date had little to talk about. In fact, you find each other
completely unattractive and you were tempted more than once during the
evening to throw her or him out. (This also includes verbal insults such as
"ninny," "you old horse," and other words we won't mention.)
(4-6) The evening proceeded smoothly and you realize you have discovered
your new best friend. Quickly schedule a time for chess before she slips away
forever.
(7-9) The candles must have paid off for you to be in this grouping! More
than once you found yourself winking at and being winked at by your date.
Dinner was excellent, the conversation was superb, and the future is looking
promising.
(10) You've just popped the magic question and she has said yes.
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Congratulations you two!

He skimmed the rest of the page and quickly turned it. "Ah there it is,"
he said. "How to proceed in grouping seven through nine."
(7-9) For those who fall into this category, be excited for what's to come! You've
had a wonderful evening of sharing, honesty, and romance."

"But I've never been to India," Eugene moaned .
Now as the evening draws to a close, the hour of bidding your date
good night has arrived. Proceed with care as the right word just may get you a
kiss from your sweetheart, whereas the wrong word could get you the slap of
your life. Good luck!

Eugene turned the page. It read: "Chapter 10: Shopping for that perfect
outfit." He quickly turned the page back. Surely a page was missing! Still
holding the book open, he looked anxiously towards the library. He held his
breath and peeked around the corner. Finally realizing the absurdity of the
situation, he closed the book with a loud clap. No woman, real or otherwise,
was going to intimidate Eugene Frogner. He strode into the room, prepared to
give the speech of his life, holding nothing back, throwing all caution to the
wind, even if it killed him.
But he did not get that chance. Before he could even open his mouth, the
doorbell rang. He was glad at that moment he had not spoken at full volume
as he was planning on doing.
He hurried over to the entrance adjacent to the library, glancing at his
watch. It was a quarter past eight. He opened the door with the force of one
who had intended to make a speech and had not been allowed to do so.
He found himself face to face with a woman. A rather attractive woman.
"I'm so sorry to bother you. You must think it improper on my part to
knock on your door at this time of evening," she said.
When he did not respond, she continued. "I just never seem to remember
to bring this," she produced a book, "over during the day. I thought it was
mine, from my son Geoffrey. That's why it's opened." She looked very apologetic as she held out the opened package. Her blue eyes which were framed
with dark lashes were opened wide and had a childlike quality to them. She
has very nice eyes, Eugene thought. "It's a chess book, isn't it?" she said. "I
don't know much about the game except there's a king and there are bishops
and horses ... "
"Knights," he said.
"Yes, knights. The children always liked to play with their father before
the war. But then, well-" There was an awkward pause. He quickly tried to
think of something, silently chastising himself for having skipped the chapter
on introductions.
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"I'm Margaret Townsend by the way," she finally said. She handed him the
package. After he took it from her, he looked down at her still-outstretched
hand. For a moment he wondered if she wanted the book back. With a start
he realized what she wanted; he shook her outstretched hand. He was
surprised at how soft it was.
"Eugene Frogner," he finally said. He nodded slightly. He continued to
hold her hand as she smiled up at him. He finally let it go. "Thank you for
my book," he said.
She smiled again and bid him good night. He watched her from his
doorway as she turned and went down the narrow walk that led to the street.
He went inside and closed the door. He gathered up the tea cups and
carried them into the kitchen. The candles were still burning. He snuffed each
one out and then returned to the library. He sat down and glanced at the
horse-no, the knight-that he had moved earlier that day. He picked it
up and studied it for a long time. He placed it beside the board and picked up
the postcard. KxgS. He wondered if he had made the right move.
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Daughters,
hear the music
Erin Gong

THE WORLD is charged with the grandeur of God.
It will flame out, like shining from shook foil;
It gathers to a greatness, like the ooze of oil
Crushed. Why do men then now not reek his rod?
Generations have trod, have trod, have trod ;
And all is seared with trade; bleared, smeared with toil;
And wears man's smudge and shares man's smell: the soil
Is bare now, nor can foot feel, being shod
And for all this, nature is never spent;
There lives the dea rest freshness deep down things;
And though the last lights off the black West went
Oh, morning, at the brown brink eastward, springsBecause the Holy Ghost over the bent
World broods with warm breast and with ah! bright wings.
Gerald Manley Hopkins

ome mothers sing lullabies to their children at bedtime. Some read stories
about puppies and bunnies and sunshine. My two girls were raised on
Hopkins. Every night I pulled out the hardback anthology that my
husband, Greg, gave me on our one-year anniversary and read a poem or two
aloud to them.
"You're a flower child, Jean," he said when he gave it to me. "I'll never
understand your thing for poetry."
Neither did I. One of my boyfriends in college read a poem by Hopkins
to me when he was drunk and stoned. It was the sixties then and people were
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full of themselves trying to break down the system, the world. I laughed at
Hopkins's words about God and faith because they were honest. And then I
cried at Hopkins's rhythm and sounds because they were real. Coming
through Bruce's drawling, slurred speech, the poetry brought me to a place
with the believers. I broke up with Bruce, but I kept reading-Hopkins, Yeats,
Tennyson-voices that created something solid . Eating poetry kept me alive.
"I wrote an essay about it once," I told Greg.
"About poetry? I thought you were in biology."
"About Hopkins's poetry," I explained. "It was for ... fun."
It wasn't for fun. I wrote it because I finally realized that I needed to
understand how his poetry could be my life-line. I was scared to write it
because I had never done anything like that before; I was even more scared to
finish it because that meant I would understand what Hopkins understood .
And if I didn't understand or if I didn' t like it . .. then what would keep me
alive? All of this I could have explained to Greg, but he had already turned on
the TV, remote in one hand, beer in the other.
When I read to my two girls, Clara was the one who listened. And so I
wasn't surprised when she decided to study literature in college. She understood the power of language in a way that I knew Mattie, her sister, would
never care to learn. Clara always had some paper she wanted me to look over
and give her feedback on. Not that I helped much. But I loved it; she wrote in
a way that I never dared, and so I lived through her writing.
One weekend early in November, Clara made another one of her surprise
visits home. I never told her how much those visits meant to me. The house
was quiet with only Mattie left. And even then it seemed like Mattie had
already moved out, too-at school until seven every night, shutting herself in
her bedroom with dinner and a stack of homework, and spending the whole
weekend with friends.
One day I realized that almost a whole week passed by and I hadn't seen
anything except the back of her head disappearing out the door. I approached
her late one night in the kitchen. When I came in, she was drinking a glass of
milk. Her hair was done up with a ribbon, her sports bag still hanging across
her shoulder.
"Mattie-" I began.
The tone of my voice gave my annoyance away. Mattie put her glass
down and swept a stray piece of hair out of her face . "What?"
"I just . . ." my voice faded too quickly.
"You just want to make sure I'm okay." She paused. "And I am ."
"I know . .. "
'Tm even well nourished. Calcium, right?" She held up the glass of milk.
I didn't push it. "Well, just don' t stay up too late." I regretted the words
as they came from my mouth. One more criticism. One more piece of advice.
One step further from her.
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Anyway, when Clara came home that weekend I remember her talking
about school, as usual. I was standing in the kitchen cooking chicken for dinner, and Clara was sitting at the counter doodling on napkins. "It's not that I
don't like the classes ... I just wonder if there's any real worth to pouring
over words and words and more words," she was saying.
"What do you mean?"
"I don't know. Words have built this whole structure for us to try to talk
about what we can't always have with us. They don't have any real meaning-they just stand in for what isn't there."
She grabbed a fresh napkin and started drawing the frame of a house. I
was stirring chicken pieces on the frying pan to keep them from scorching.
"So do you want to do something else?" I asked.
"Maybe."
"You could follow your mom's path and do biology ... "
She was scrawling arrows around the house pointing to different areas of
the framework. Laughing a little at my comment, she made the arrows move
away from the house in all different directions. "Yeah right, Mom. I could
never handle that."

Follow your instincts, do what you want.
No, I can't tell her what to do.
I turned back to the stove and Clara continued, "I feel like there's something else though that I could be doing. The words just don't mean anything
anymore."
She didn't say anything for a while. When I turned back to the counter she
had left the room. I looked down at the napkin; the arrows had turned to lazy
lines spiraling loosely across the napkin. I knew she'd stick to English. She was
just like me-hard-working and idealistic, but too hesitant, waiting until time
is gone. And what did she mean, the words don 't mean anything? Words are
words ... sometimes they mean everything. I smelled something burning
and I turn back to the stove just in time to save the blackened chicken.
"Dinner's ready," I called.
She died the next weekend.
The rain was furiously beating on the windowpane when the phone
rang. "Your daughter Clara has been in a car accident."
My heartbeat echoed in my head, thumping in time with the rain. "Is she
okay?" The quiver in my voice made my eyes swell with tears. She's okay,
she's okay. I waited and the room darkened around me. ''I'm sorry," the voice
said. Or maybe just "No." I don't remember the words. I remember that it
was calm and that bothered me. How could the voice that told me my
daughter was dead be calm? It should have trembled with me, it should
have been broken by tears, it should have been hollow with grief. But
instead it was infuriatingly calm.
27

Erin Gong

The voice gave me more information about when and where the accident
occurred. It told me what my husband and I were supposed to do now. I
wrote it all down, but I don't know how because the pulsing of the blood in
my head drowned out the words. It drowned my vision too, so that the
paper and pencil in front of me were both bright white and the rest of
the room was dark stars fading in and out.
When I hung up the phone, I sat down and let the rain breathe for me
because my lungs could only get quick gasps of air between long pauses. No
tears came either: the rain was enough.
The next few weeks-months ... it was always the same. One day I' d
wake up and know that wherever she was Clara was happy and that life
would be all right without her. That'd keep me going as I showered and
dressed and watched the morning news. Then when the house was quiet and
I was sorting through the papers on the kitchen counter I would think of
Clara again, think that it'd only been three miserable weeks without her. And
I would cry because three weeks is a long time, and even longer when I know
that three weeks will never end, but turn into four then five then six weeks
and on and on until finally I died and then maybe that'd be the end, but
who's to say.
An hour later I would be okay again .
At least once a day I met somebody who knew about the accident. It was
at the grocery store or the bank or the gym; it didn't matter. They would walk
over to me, gently take my arm, and looking up into my eyes say with the
greatest concern, "How are you doing today, Jean?"
"Oh, you know . . . I'm hanging in there."
After the seventeenth time I had mastered the reply. With sympathetic
smiles they said, "If you need anything, don't hesitate to call, okay?"
"Thank you . Yes, I'll remember that."
It's what they wanted to hear, I think. It made them feel good; it made
them feel Christian. I couldn't get too mad at them: they didn' t know how
ludicrous that first question was. How are you feeling today? Today? Well, this
morning I felt awful and now things are looking better, but by tonight I'll
probably feel like killing myself again. That's how I feel today. How about
yesterday? Oh, yesterday all day was good . Of course, I spent it in front of the
TV watching anything on daytime television that would keep my mind off of
the fact that there are real problems in the world and that I have to deal with
one of them but I can't seem to do it and that scares me half to death.
Oh, you know . .. 1'111 hanging in there.
Mattie had a hard time, too. Her routine didn' t change much, and so I
didn't see her often. But sometimes behind that closed bedroom door, I could
hear her sobbing.
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I almost knocked once. But instead of coming down on the door with a
distinct tap, my hand opened up and ran noiseless across the soft white finish .
When my hand grasped the corner of the door frame, I buried my head in it,
putting all my weight into that corner and thinking, Open the door, Jean, open
it. Ten minutes must have passed before I moved again. But I didn' t try to
knock; I backed away into my own bedroom and closed the door behind
me. It didn't bother me that Mattie always shut herself up that way. What
bothered me was that somewhere in her seventeen years I had lost the ability
to open the door.
I told my hu sband that I wanted to go to church. Want was probably the
wrong word-I should have said need. Either way, we went to church and sat
in uncomfortable and unfamiliar pews. I tried to listen to the minister's sermon,
but I had a hard time concentrating on the speech about heaven and hell.
Instead I looked at how the light coming through the window made the
stained-glass Jesus look as if he were scowling at the little baby in front of us.
And the red from hi s crowned head danced across the buttons on the baby's
furr y jacket. I tried to find some symbolic meaning from this, but then the
choir began to sing.
Glory to the Lord. Hosanna to His na111e.
Or something like that. I was listening, but it was hard to understand the
words. There was energy, though, and I liked that. After the choir, the minister
got up again . I turned back to Jesus and the baby, but a cloud had covered the
sun, and so Jesus looked sacredly solemn and the baby was only a baby.
I didn't go to church the next week, or any time after that. The choir was
good, but it wasn't worth all that preaching to get to. I used Hopkins as my
Bible instead . As I studied the Good Book, I laughed at the irony because all
I read were the Terrible Sonnets. Hopkins wrote those at the end of his life,
when he had apparently lost hi s hope in God. I read "No Worst, There is
None," and I understood.
Comforter, where, where is your comforting?
Mary, mother of us, where is your reli ef?
My cries heave, herds-long; huddle in a main, a chief
Woe, world-sorrow; on an age-old anvil wince and sing.

The funny thing was, whenever I opened the book, I always opened first
to "The Grandeur of God." I refused to read it, but I needed to make sure it
was still there. I couldn't believe that the same man who wrote of such hope
and praise really turned so far from it in the end. I saw the title but wouldn't
read it, because now that I had turned away with Hopkins, I didn' t want to
go back either. It wasn't that I didn' t believe in God anymore. I did believe. I
had to believe. That's where Clara was, and if I stopped believing in God,
then Clara would really be gone forever.
29

Erin Gong

I believed.
It scared me, though, to look at those words on the page about God's
grandeur. I did it once, right after Clara's accident.
The world is charged with the grandeur of God .
It will flame out, like shining from shook foil;
It gathers to a greatness, like the ooze of oil
Crushed

Crushed ... like the car, crushed. Oozing oil and blood . . .
No.
God is the center of everything in the poem . Flame exists because of
Christ's light, and crushed oil is an image of atonement. It's beautiful.
But what did Clara say about words? Merely words on the page that had
no meaning. Hopkins couldn' t hold God in his hands or paste Him onto the
page, so he found a word to stand in for Him ... G-0-D, God. It doesn' t have
any real meaning, it's never had real meaning-it's a reminder of what is
absent. You can't hold God in your hands. I used to hold Clara in my hands.
Clara-it's just a word now, isn' t it? Every time I say her name it's just a word
standing in for what can no longer be present. Clara! God! Where are they?
The center, God. He is Light, shook foil, crushed oil .. . but these are
more words, more absences. And what if it isn't even God at all-what if it's
death, grief, everything in our dreams that leaves u s in a cold, wild swea t that
we can never forget but can never di sclose either.
"The center cannot hold," Yeats said. The center ... God ... cannot hold .
I cannot hold my Clara.
I didn't like to read "God's Grandeur" after that. Maybe Hopkins didn't
like to read them either. Maybe that' s why he started writing the "Terrible
Sonnets."
Sometime after Christmas had passed, Mattie surprised me by coming
home from school early one afternoon. I caught her in the hallway as she
headed towards her room. When she saw me she ducked her head down and
tried to shift between me and her door. "What are you doing home so early?"
I asked.
"No reason . .. just felt like it, I guess."
"Is something wrong?" I cocked my head to see her face . "You look pale."
"Nothing's wrong, Mom." The silence hung between us and it created
more empty space than the hallway allowed. "Can I get by you?"
"Mattie, I feel like we haven' t talked for such a long time," I started, not
knowing what to say, but hoping to keep her just a moment more.
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My words brought her head up to look into my eyes, "Oh, so you
noticed? It's been longer than a few months, Mom." She didn't wait for my
reply. She brushed around me, the door closed, I was alone.
That evening I crawled up into the attic to rifle through my box of old
college work. The musty air reminded me somewhat of the biology labs ...
although I'm not sure why. I pulled out the mortar board and graduation cords
from the top of the box and began to look through the stack of brittle yellow
papers. Most of them had a dark red A or B+ scrawled across the top.
Towards the bottom of the stack, I found one paper without a grade or
markings on it.
I was filled with unexpected emotion as I pulled it out. Seven clean handwritten pages, carefully stapled at the top. I turned through them one by one
and the grease from my fingers left a slight smudge on each thin page. My
essay on Hopkins-the last page, of course, stopped in the middle of a
paragraph. I saw the incomplete thoughts from my twenty-some-year-old self
suspended, never changing, but ever-waiting to be resolved .
I thought I should finish it. But finishing the paper meant looking one
more time at that poem, one more time facing the nothingness of the words,
the revulsion of the words. But it had been waiting so long for me to come
back. Except for the paper, I put everything back into the box and closed it
up. At least this was something that I could reason out, that I could control,
that I could wrap up, right? And today had been okay, so far.
Sitting in the office, I finished reading the last line of the paper.
"The true grandeur of Hopkins's poem comes when we look past the actual
words that he uses and listen to the sonorous symphony they create; his
message moves beyond the images and beyond the metaphors into the
rhythms of life."
Did he know tliat? I wondered to myself. Do I know that?
I folded the other six pages on top of the last and then I read the paper
again. Reading and rereading, thinking and rethinking, I tried to understand.
Then I picked up the blue hardback anthology that Greg had given me. With
the book in hand, I opened to page twelve.
"The world is charged with the grandeur of God," I read.
I remember stopping at the last four lines and saying them again, slowly
and out loud.
And though the last lights off the black West went
Oh, morning, at the brown brink eastward, springsBecause the Holy Ghost over the bent
World broods with warm breast and with ah! bright wings.
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And then I felt it. God-He was in the poem. He was in the rhythm, in the
music. The syllables rolled around in my mouth and then escaped into the air.
And for that split second between the beginning and end of sound, there was a
presence. It pulsed quickly through the room with revitalizing fervor. The energy
in the room grabbed me. It wasn't words, it was rhythm and music.
I returned to the last page of the paper. The ink from my pen tapered off
slightly as I signed my name at the bottom of the page. Now I wanted to put the
paper away somewhere. It was done, and I didn't need to look at it anymore. I felt
alive-I had never felt so alive. Even so, as I stuffed the paper in the filing cabinet,
I found myself mumbling, "She's not coming back." Funny, how at the same
moment of new life, I felt aware-more than ever, of Clara's death. I repeated the
words, "She's not coming back."
But it wasn't about death; it was about movement and rhythm.
I went out into the kitchen a few minutes later. Mattie was reheating her
dinner to take to her room. The microwave hummed and Mattie clinked the
silverware on the counter while she waited. She looked up for a second but didn't
say anything.
I smiled from the doorway, "Hey Mattie."
Something in my voice cued her to look at me again. "Hey."
I didn't say anything more. I was listening to the room. The clock ticked
steadily, Mattie shuffled her feet on the tile floor, and the houseplant danced in the
moonlight. Rhythm and music, I thought to myself. I walked up to Mattie and
squeezed her from behind. She turned her head and began to let go but I kept
holding on to her. I was afraid she would pull away, but then her body turned
toward me. She held me tightly. With my head buried in her hair, I mumbled,
"How are you, Mattie?"
'Tm okay, Mom."
We pulled out of the embrace and held each other at arm's length.
Mattie's eyes were glistening as she blinked rapidly. She hugged me tight
again. "I miss Clara."
"Me too."
"I keep expecting her to walk through the door, smiling and happy. But she's
not going to, Mom. She's not."
I was crying now, too. "You're right, Mattie."
"I don't understand."
"Neither do I."
"What am I supposed to do?"
For a few moments, time seemed to move slower. Everything was okay
and everything wasn't okay. But no matter how slow it went, time still
passed. The microwave beeped and the clock kept ticking. "There's nothing
we're supposed to do, Mattie."
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Her head was resting on my shoulder and I felt her nod up and down.
"But it's so hard . Every day, every hour, I'm either hurting or happy. And I
don't even know why."
"But you keep on living, Mattie. You do what you know how to do and
figure that eventually you'll catch up with the world."
The microwave started to beep again and Mattie escaped to get her food.
Her eyes were moist as she gathered the plate, cup and silverware. Out of
habit, she turned to leave the kitchen, but paused at the counter. She placed
the food in front of her and sat down on a stool. Looking up at me she said,
"Mom, will you stay with me while I eat?"
Her eyes met mine and I felt the room come to life with her words.
Somewhere, I thought, Clara is scribbling arrows and spirals on a napkin.
And right now, I am standing with Mattie as she eats dinner in the kitchen.
I sa t down next to her and we began to talk.
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The Natural: A Story
in Three Scenes
a.e. marlowe

he prodigy of the class arrived only five minutes late. She couldn't be
barred from the studio for lateness. Besides there was the excuse that
after less than a year she was still rough on the protocol of the dance
studio. Miss Breaker Marley was allowed in the room with merely a bushybrowed glare and a scornful "Tu es en retarde." M. Girardin kept a mental roll
of those who had displeased him. He never spoke in French to be understood;
he spoke it so that others around him would understand. Miss Gloria Bennett
always understood . Miss Marley, it seemed, did not understand.
"Je regret," she cheerfully replied, flinging her yellow duffle bag against
the wall, unzipping a hooded sweatshirt in three paces and tossing it to meet
its compatriot on the fourth step. The tight fabric on her shoes made broomscuffing noises against the dry wood floor. She took her place at the barre,
glancing at the other girls (Gloria Bennett pretended not to notice but everyone noticed every stinking thing Breaker Marley did since she first strutted in
the place), before assuming their position, her arm arced from the shoulder
and her legs remarkably well-turned from the hip. She had hummed a couple
of notes from The Rite of Spring before noticing that all was silent and they
were looking at her in varying degrees of horror. "Oh. Right." She swallowed
her cinnamon gum.
"Right," M. Girardin unconsciously echoed. "On we go then, one two
three four five six seven eight, and one two three ... " His black, black cane
beat the rhythm into submission. "Fourth! Saute!'' he cried out and Gloria
Bennett and the rest of the girls obediently switched, spring-loaded, into

T

35

a.e. mar lowe

fourth position, continuing the exercise. "Again," he commanded, and they
did it again. He paced alongside, reviewing the troops as it were, if troops
came in tulle and toeshoes. "Miss Ivanov, please keep your rear tucked
under," he might call, and Miss Ivanov would very well tuck her rear, or
"Miss Johnson, watch your elbow," and he could be absolutely certain Miss
Johnson's elbow would in fact be well-watched . He almost never corrected
Miss Bennett; she came prepared . When he passed Miss Marley he stopped
and sighed. "Miss Marley," he said . "Do tell us why you are grinning." The
arranged dancers smiled themselves, smugly and low. Gloria Bennett covered
her mouth with the fingers of her free hand .
"'Cause I'm enjoying myself?" She answered his stated question with a
questioned statement, looking past M. Girardin to consult what the other
dancers were doing with their mouths. She craned around behind and found
only solemn lipstick buttons on pale, powdered faces. Miss Bennett blinked,
innocently. Miss Marley hounddogged her gaze around to face the dancemaster.
From the way the Frenchman's mustache twitched she could tell this wasn't
the correct answer. She mu st try again. Darken the skies with arrows, her
schoolteacher mother had always told her, and perhaps you'll hit the mark.
"Not because I'm enjoying myself," she amended, drawing herself in serious
and firm . "Because ballet is not enjoyable but it is hard work." That sounded
like something M. Girardin himself might have said, and how could he
disagree with his own motto? "But I smile ... because I need to create the
appearance that ballet is effortless for me." That, at least, was something she
thought he was often shouting when the girls panted, or fell heavil y on a
leap, or grimaced after a long while ell pointe without a break. Bullseye.
M. Girardin cocked his head to the right and pushed out his lips in
contemplation. "We smile to make ballet appear effortless" (here, of course,
he was not actually including himself in the first person plural) "when we are
performing, Miss Marley, not when we are doing exercises."
She nodded vigorously, her close afro faintly bobbing. "Good."
M. Girardin pulled himself up straight. He had made his point but was not
entirely certain what hi s point was. He pulled at the end of his mustache and
felt the perfect wide eyes on him.
"Why are my girls standing still? Again!" He demanded and Gloria
Bennett and the girls started, then complied.
During the corps section, M. Girardin was franticall y waved at from the
doorway. The secretary of the school had a message for him from a selfimportant and needy donor. This was more important to the school than the
girls of the first class. So he informed them that they were to practice the routine and left them to themselves. Immediately, the girls began splintering off
from the corps. Gloria Bennett left first. She always considered these simple
exercises mindless busy work. She hated doing them when she knew her time
36

The Natu ral: A Story in Three Scenes

was better spent somewhere else. Her talent was the type that should not get
pulled back by a corps of other girls. She'd rather die, of course, than tell
M. Girardin that. But she didn't have much time to practice before tryouts for
Swan Lake and every moment mattered . People who got a good role in Swan
Lake almost always got into the professional troupe. After Gloria Bennett left
there was really no sense in everyone having to stay.
The Sorensen girls wandered off to work on their pas de trois with Carol
Whitefield and then the Russians left to watch Irena Volkova's assemble. Then
the rest of the girls slunk off to get a drink, examine their technique in the
mirrors, or merely gossip while presumably stretching long limbs longer.
The effect was an orchestra run backwards, as if when the conductor leaves the
musicians tune and release spit vales and knock their stands against each other.
Breaker Marley alone maintained the corps piece, but only because by
then her muscles were on autopilot. The petit sau tes. The ronde de ja111be a terre.
Whatever. It was only when the New York girl laughed at Sarah Johnson's
dirty joke that Miss Marley realized she was a corps of one. She came to a
stop slowly, like waking from a daydream when you overhear your name.
She dazedly looked around her, stretched one leg out behind and yawned.
Scratching the back of her neck, she mazed her way to the drinking fountain.
She heard applause while bent over the stainless steel basin, watching the
water run in spirals down to the drain. When she craned her neck around,
she could just make out the stiff fingers of Gloria Bennett, midleap, as they
poked over the heads of her ad mirers. Forgetting she was thirsty, she nudged
her way through the pink-suited crowd adoring Gloria Bennett. While
Gloria's feet wood-scratched and thumped, the only other noises in the room
were whispers that Gloria Bennett had studied under more than one master
in her extreme youth and was now favored for a principal in M. Girardin's
professional troupe, provided she keep up her practice before and after class
and not put on any more weight.
She performed a flawless chaines series en point, twisting left and right in
a graceful little circle, a leaf spi nning side to side before its rest. She tried not
to stick her tongue out of the corner of her mouth in concentration. The effort
was worth it. Even the Russians looked up at the sudden quick little motion
and clapped. Breaker Marley clapped too, but the difference was that on the
last beat of her clap, as if it had been M. Girardin's heavy cane, she sprung up
herself and performed the same chaines, to the last flick and adding on to it a
battlement glisse, the little flutter of kicks, before and after. She grinned broadly,
without looking at Gloria Bennett, who felt as though a safety net had been
pulled from beneath her. She desperately scrambled for composure, tilting her
chin a notch higher, becoming a perfect imitation of Alice Markova.
But when Gloria Bennett one-upped Breaker Marley by launching into
her Giselle solo audition piece, the mad scene, Breaker Marley followed
directly in her shadow, as if she had trained every minute with Gloria
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Bennett. Two paces behind, a beat, or less than a beat after, Breaker Marley
performed the perfect imitation of Gloria Bennett, except that the imitated
kept tossing her head behind her to cast incredulous dislike at the unbunned
ballerina behind her. Why was that bushbeater doing this to her? What, was
she trying to humiliate her?
The audience of girls loved it. There were not few jealous of Gloria
Bennett's stranglehold on artistic superiority. All the same, they were waiting
for Breaker to misstep, to slip up, hopefully even spill to the floor. It would
prove only that you can't just waltz into this academy and play ballerina. But
Breaker Marley didn' t. Didn' t fall that is, or slip or misstep, and when Gloria
Bennett finished the sweepingly dramatic piece, she was compelled to continue
her lead. She couldn't focus; she had no idea where her next steps would
take her. She could feel the sweat on the soft hairs at the nape of her neck.
Never let them see you sweat, she suddenly remembered from somewhere.
Gloria Bennett stumbled into a series of pseudo-assured saute pas de
basque and pirouettes. But Breaker Marley's attention wandered from Gloria's
tenuous motions. She spun out and leapt up into one pas de chat after another,
then, teeth bearing, dashed around the room in terrible flight, huge leaping
steps like a man, scarcely keeping one foot on the ground and never resorting
to both, she dusted the floor to the corners while terrified Gloria Bennett
demanded back her audience with variations on the pas de bourree, little footbound steps run forward and back in vain as the very rhythm of Breaker
Marley's footdrops and brushings possessed even the New York girl frozen
with her hair half retied, even the Russians awed into an unsmug silence,
even M. Girardin, who stood in the doorway, his cane keeping him upright,
tripoded between his black-trousered legs. Miss Marley finished in a spectaular double tour en l'a ire, seven hundred and twenty degrees of midair finesse,
finished in a steady arabesque. Until she noticed M. Girardin. And the rest of
the class. And Gloria Bennett, beginning to tear up.
"Uh" was the only noise she was able to call out of her mouth as the
Cheshire grin broke into straight-faced embarrassment. Miss Bennett, unable
to face the fallout of all thi s, snatched her bag, two-h anded, from beside the
wall and fled the class, clutching the bag tightly to her chest, which seemed to
resist her breathing. Her face burned with double-bound humiliation: first the
event, then her childish response to the event. She felt as though everyone
was staring and judging. But Miss Marley was the only one watching Miss
Bennett' s near-silent departure.
"Class is dismissed," M. Girardin intoned dully, still looking at Miss
Marley, who was polished with a thin layer of sweat, which she desperately
wanted to wipe away from her face, if everyone would get their eyes off her.
The class broke like a storm, first in whispers and shuffles, then impatient
flung limbs and calls after each other, then full hurricane force of runs and
stops, bags miraculously flung up and locker doors flung shut. In the midst of
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such a storm, Miss Breaker Marley found refuge, hiding from M. Girardin's
stare behind gusts of ballerinas, demurring from conversation by excuse of
the clamor of lockers, the flurries of leotards and tights protecting her from a
locker room encounter. And when she was gone, riding alone on the bus, and
when Mrs. Baker called about the Swan Lake tryouts, M. Girardin was still
frowning to himself, his hand s wrapped around each other, wrapped around
his cane, the eye through the storm and the eye in the calm .
Breaker Marley caught up with Gloria Bennett at a corner which could be
seen from the window of the studio. H er bus stop was just across the street,
and coming up on Gloria, she couldn't just say nothing, not after all that.
"Hey Gloria, how are you doing?"
Gloria rolled her lips in on themselves. She fingered the edge of her
cardigan, feeling the smooth, fine knit. She kept her eyes staring up the street,
trained on identifying cars that could be her father coming to get her.
"Uh ... okay. I guess I' ll see you tomorrow then," Breaker took a step off
the curb, not heeding the great glowing stop signal.
"What?" Gloria's head snapped around, incredulous. "What? That's it?"
"What's it?" Breaker pivoted back. She took a stick of gum out of her
sweatshirt pocket and tore it in half before unwrapping it and laying it on her
tongue like it was communion. "You didn't want to talk about it, so I figured
I'd go wait for the bus."
"You just don' t get it, do you?" Gloria shook her head, her bun resisting
the motion. She was very conscious that she was getting angry, but she had
known that she would be angry with Breaker, had been plotting it from when
her hands touched the cold familiar door leading out into the street. "I can't
believe that you just don' t get it."
"Hmm, what?" Breaker furrowed her forehead and leaned in with exaggerated curiosity. "Oh, did you want the other half of the stick? I should have
offered, huh?" She knew that Gloria wasn't talking about gum, but something
hard in her made her say it.
'Tm not talking about that." Gloria felt her rage boil the remnants of tears
on her cheek. 'Tm talking about what ju st happened there. Why the .. ." (this
was an appropriate time to swear) "hell did you think it was okay to just
humiliate me in front of M. Girardin, in front of everyone?" The "hell" hadn't
worked . It felt calculated in her mouth, like a science experiment of profanity.
Breaker seemed to have picked up the thread anyway. She scratched the
back of her neck with one short-nailed hand. "I wasn't trying to humiliate
you. I just wanted to, you know, dance." Her strange mouth frowned. "I
probably got a little carried away. It was just the moment and I knew I could
do it if I tried, so, what the heck, right?"
"No! Not right," Gloria turned full face toward s the force that was
Breaker Marley. "I don't care if you've never danced before, I don't care that
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you're just doing this while your 'kickboxing"' (she put the word in verbal
quotations and raised her eyes upward momentarily) "career is on hold, I
don't even care that you're" (she was going to go with "a hell of a lot" but
after the last attempt she thought she maybe ought to pull back) "better than
me." She knew that she had spoken lies, knew that Breaker also probably
knew, but she also knew she had to officially deny it. "But why are you so
damn cold about everything?" That one just slipped out.
"Cold?" Breaker took a long blink. She had never heard herself described
that way before. Everyone thought she was friendly, quirky, outgoing. Her
mother used to call her "Sunshine." Breaker reeled with the accusation. She
caught her breath thickly in the autumn cool. ''I'm sorry; I guess I've never
thought of myself as cold before." She glanced at Gloria and found her
unrepentant and staring out into the street. "Usually people think I'm
spontaneous and fun," she defended half-heartedly. She zipped her yellow
sweatshirt up to her neck.
"That's just the problem." No, somehow that didn't fit with what Breaker
had said. "I mean, not that people think that, but being spontaneous, what
you did up there." (Gloria flung an outraged loose gesture towards the window
of the studio, didn't even follow it with her eyes, just let the motion happen.)
"Did you stop to think what you were doing? What you were doing to me?
How everyone was watching? M. Girardin!" Her throat felt tight and heavy.
"I wasn't thinking," Breaker quietly confessed. "I just wanted to dance."
"No, you weren't thinking," Gloria sparked. "You don' t want to even be
a ballerina. You won't try out for Swan Lake, you won't go out for the professional troupe, you'll be gone as soon as you can get back to your stupid kickboxing. This may not matter to you, but it means an awful lot to some people."
Her hand slapped her chest, harder, more dramatically than she intended and
the clap was audible. With so many melodramatic strikes against her, she
went for no-holds-barred. "Do you know why you don't have any friends
here in the city? Because you don't care. You don't care about ballet, you
don't care that no one here likes you, and you don't care that anyone else is in
that room! You think you have nothing to lose and everyone knows it. You're
entirely contained and maybe that keeps you from being embarrassed or
scared, but it also keeps you from thinking that other people might be. You,
Breaker Marley, are just quintessential Ice Queen from the bush."
The crosswalk chirped cheerily. "I think I've missed my bus," Breaker
dully remarked, looking over her shoulder. She realized this was a perfect
illustration of whatever Gloria was talking about. But she felt so numbed, so
oppressed that she retreated into this banality. Maybe this was exactly what
was wrong with her. Maybe this is what Gloria was talking about. She
shrugged her shoulders, but couldn't conjure up repentant tears. "I'm sorry."
"I don't think you are," Gloria retorted. She wasn't very angry, though.
She felt the anger using itself up and leaving a thick, sticky residue of regret
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and exhaustion. She wasn't the kind of girl that said things like that; she
hadn't been raised for catfights. Gloria felt she might even cry again, from the
sheer effort of the thing she had done. She would have to wash her face when
she got home. "Maybe someday you'l1 wonder how you got through life
being so smug and . .. " and she had nothing to say and her father's smooth
Beemer drew up like a satin ribbon along the curb. "I have to go." She
hitched her bag up around her shoulder. She knew how to get into the car
like a lady.
"Hey sweetie," her father said over the BBC news. "How was class today?"
"Fine."
"That's nice, dear. Who were you talking to over there? A friend?"
"A girl from my class." She didn't feel like talking.
Gloria Bennett then caught up with Breaker Marley in the lockerroom the
next day. They were both early. Breaker was listening to hip-hop on her iPod,
swaying her head like a snake and mouthing the emphasized words that only
she heard. She was slowly lacing up her shoes. Gloria saw that she was
oblivious and considered just backing out of the lockerroom, taking a long
trip to the restroom and telling herself that she'd just avoid Breaker for the
next couple of months, until she got into the professional troupe. But Breaker
thwarted her, removing her earbuds and draping them around her neck.
"Hey, Gloria . How are you doing?"
Gloria smiled ironically. No getting out of it. She knew she'd have to deal
with this sooner or later. "Hi, Breaker." She leaned back, folded her arms
across her chest, her smile like a laser cut sticker on her smooth white face.
When Breaker shook her feet out and started to return her headphones,
she stopped suddenly and struck out, "Gloria, actua11y, can we talk?"
"Sure we can talk." She was actually hoping for this. She was glad
Breaker had started it, though.
Breaker had already swung her legs up on the bench, holding on to her
round knees. Her lungs filled with a steadying breath. "It's about yesterday."
Gloria felt herself blush a little and had to restrain her emotions, holding on
to her right shoulder with her left arm.
"Listen, Breaker, I'm really sorry about what I said yesterday." She had
this planned, had been planning it since the quiet ride home the day before.
"That was inappropriate of me. I was just feeling .. . a bit like a trapped animal,
I guess, so I just lashed out. It was rude. I'm sorry."
Breaker shifted on the bench, crossing her legs under her as she wound
up her headphones around her hand, slowly. "Okay. I mean, I forgive you, I
guess. I thought about it, though. What you said. I think maybe you're right."
She had thought it the whole bus ride home, while doing kickboxing drills at
her cousin's dojo, she even woke several times during the night to punch the
pillow and mutter to herself, "I'm a jerk! Man, what was I thinking?" The bad
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taste of the previous day was still in her mouth . 'Tm .. . I'm going to work
on being more, open, I guess." She smiled hopefully at Gloria, whose stomach
suddenly ached.
Gloria sat down, her knees pointed towards Breaker, intimate. She took a
long deep breath, controlling it so that it wouldn't be so obvious. "Have you
really never danced before this class? Because if so, it's okay; you can tell me
and I won't tell the other girls. It's not that I'm accusing you of lying because
I would never do that." It came out so phony, so drama-queen, so made-forTV-movie.
Breaker leaned back, her long arms lengthening, her spine curving. Her
funny mouth formed a frown. "Uh, no, this really is my first year." She cast
a long sideways glance at the anxious blond and offered a little sideways
concession smile. "But I am an athlete, so it's not like I haven't spent hours
conditioning my body."
"Oh that's right, kickboxing and everything." Gloria tried to think well of
Breaker's sport, but all she could conjure was the image of small Thai boys
spitting teeth and blood framed by the shaking fists of gamblers around a
ring. She was skeptical that it had anything to do with the controlled rigor of
ballet. "But why ballet? I mean, it's not a typical crossover, is it?"
Breaker laughed, shaking her head. "No, probably not." She realized this
was usually where she'd get off, but if that was what Ice-Breaker would have
done, she'd have to go on." Actually, it's a concession to my mum. She was a
bit traumatized about the whole kickboxing thing. She's always wanted me to
try something a little more graceful and less, uh, brutal. And so when I had
that concussion during semi-finals last year . .. "
"What?" Gloria leaned forward, keeping herself balanced by holding on
to the bench with both arms. "You had a concussion?"
"Yeah," she conceded with a series of small, fast nods. " Got hit pretty
hard in the noodle." She pointed to the spot on her head. "It was scary, and
my coach was freaking out and everything. So I had to promise Mum I'd take
a break for a while." She sighed and leaned her chin on her hands. "Which is
sad, because I think I really had a chance for nationals. But there's always
next year, so I was all, 'so what am I going to do to keep, you know, fast and
smooth' and then I thought: hey, I like the New York City Ballet Workout, so
why not give ballet a shot?"
Gloria grinned, would have laughed if it wouldn't have been rude.
"Really? As in the New York City Ballet exercise tape?"
"Oh, absolutely. Every girl knows how a few million plies keep a figure
trim." She rolled her eyes. "A bunch of my girlfriends and I would do that
routine every day after school. I think I can recite the instruction from memory."
"So you don't care about ballet?" Gloria tested the water gingerly.
"Well, I care, I mean, I don't not care. Well ... okay; ballet's great fun, and
I haven't felt so pretty in a long time, and I like the idea of being up on a
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stage but ... " She linked her fingers and rested them on the top of her head.
"I mean, you're right; I don't seem to have any friends here, even when I try
to be nice or try to be a real ballerina like the rest of them." She felt awkward
that she was sharing this with such an almost stranger. She knew she had to
get used to it and just buck up. "And M. Girardin's a little . .. "she tilted her
head slightly. "You know."
She did know. Gloria laughed, "I think it's because they're all jealous of
you."
"Jealous?" Her eyes shot wide open . She thought they just hated her. She
thought Gloria was a nutcase, too, so maybe her first impressions were imperfect. "Really? But they're these brilliant dancers. They've all been dancing
since birth practically. Some of them have traveled around the world dancing.
Like the Russians or that New York girl. I think she even went to this fancy
school in Paris."
"The Paris Opera Ballet School."
"Right. Why' d any of them be jealous of me?"
"Because you're good, Breaker. You're really good. And we're all ostriches."
"Ostriches?"
Gloria smiled thinly and stretched her legs out before her. "Remember
'Dance of the Hours' in Fantasia?"
"The one with the dancing hippo?"
"Exactly. No one remembers the ostriches."
Breaker caught on fast. "Ostriches, they should dance. I mean, of course,
they shouldn't, but if any animal were to dance, you'd bet it would be an
ostrich."
"Exactly. They have those long feet, the eyelashes, the neck," Gloria
stroked up her own neck from the clavicle to the jaw.
Breaker laughed. "But a hippo, that's worth remembering."
The door to the lockerroom opened and two Russians, talking loudly
while pulling up their hair, claimed the room.
"Oh, no. Looks like we've lost our practice time."
"I probably would have just wasted it. I guess I don't really mind ."
"Neither do I." She slowly folded up her sweater, fingering the collar.
A Russian slammed a restroom stall door, the echo ringing in unison to her
nervous laugh. "Breaker?"
"Yeah?"
"You aren't going to try out for the professional troupe, are you?"
The other girl shook her head, her tight curly hair following a beat
behind. "I want to be a mathematician when I grow up . It turns out I'm
a natural."
"A mathematician! Really!" She laughed so hard that she had to lean way
over, looking between her knees at the cold floor, her eyes welling up with
tears.
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A Boy's Dream
Dan Dunn

I

began praying for the interpretation of dreams when I was nineteen. In
earlier years, bedtime meant that point at which squirming and flying
and fear commenced until the switch was flipped in the morning and
my "other" life would start over. There were musical climaxes, checker-faced
men, leprechauns with violins, things that shouldn't ever leave the ground,
red balloons, gerbils I've let die, mermaids, and of course anything associated
with Scooby-Doo. The mere chaos of everything made me wonder in later
years if there were ever any physical implications as to why I wet my bed
almost into my teens.
I often forget dreams. They are fascinating creatures because they can live
and be mastered, or slouch and rise at will just beyond our reach. Some are
goals we strive for voluntarily, those that are conscious goals or aspirations
we feel a movement towards. The other side of dreams, the involuntary
dreams, happen in that moment of sleep when it seems reality ceases or is
clarified . For the goals we set while we are awake there are processes and
procedures to follow. But once in awhile God sends dreams in the night that
embrace our reality in order for our ultimate dreams to come true.
My dream map (what I've nicknamed my personal history of dreams) is
diverse and parallels the vicissitudes of my life. With time I realized that
some dreams call us forth to greater maturity, while others are disguised
diversions. Sometimes a dream comes along that carries with it a greater
purpose, such as a prophecy. Usually though, sweaty palms and what I like to
call "random frivolousness" define most nights. In any form, even in the odd
form of a solicitous kiss from a seventy-five-year-old African woman, dreams
are intriguing. I developed an apprehension for each night's ups or downs,
and deeply desired the gift that unites dreams with reality.
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Someone told me that if you retain hope in trying to think about things
that you want to dream about before you fall asleep, the thought processes
would naturally continue into R.E.M. That didn't seem to work really,
because girls turned into pumpkins and my striving for musical inspiration
turned into the murderous "Blob" from that classic '50s B-movie. I always
jumped far out of bed when I woke up in the middle of the night, fearing that
the grape jellylike creature was anxiously poised just beneath me, ready to
consume my ankles. But it was all illusion, like many of those vivid dreams
that seem so real to touch. Our dreams mature with us, thanks to a God who
cares that we find respite from such villainy, and we sprout up inexplicably
like trees ever reaching for the sky.
A boy's life picks up as he gives it up. So it is with dreams. The more I
de-centered myself, the more options my mind had for creation beyond the
tight circle I drew around myself. In the MTC, my companions told me stories
of how the field across the street from the barrage of buildings we stayed in
was filled with invisible devils, how every window at the MTC was guarded
by soldier angels with swords and white robes that flowed majestically in the
wind. The legend was that someone saw it in a dream. Sometimes I'd hear
scratching at our window that would wake me up in the middle of the night,
causing whispers in my mind :
"Angels? Or devils!"
Of course it just turned out to be a tree. My mindset was such that I
believed anything spectacular and spoken by a reliable source. I guess it didn't
matter if I believed a reliable source could be embodied in a nineteen-year-old
budding missionary companion just as nai·ve as I was. Talk of nightmares
about girlfriends marrying best friends or strangers they had known just a
few weeks often filled our free time. Squeaky, shaking beds and sweaty
foreheads sometimes plagued the night. When all the training and spiritual
cramming was finished, the most remarkable experience was a dream that I
had immediately before I left.

People push empty shopping carts, as if expecting someone to fill them . Faces pass
in front of my eyes. A slew of strangers, mostly foreigners: Africans and Latinos.
Their eyes drawn out, longing for something to happen.
These faces stuck with me until I started recognizing some of them on my
mission to Quebec. They would pop up as random people in the streets,
people who were interested in our message, or Church members who invited
us over for tortiere and sugar pie. One little African girl began to reappear in
dreams I had just weeks before I was transferred to the area she lived in. She
was the center of a dream that involved a group of other kids.

Little children line up to be seated in a room in our chapel. We teach them how to
be superheroes. All are dressed up in their favorite capes, hoods, and masks, but as they
learn from us, they exchange clothes for white baptism jumpsuits. One girl keeps following me around, not necessarily by foot, but everywhere I turn she is before my eyes.
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Although I knew I wouldn't always have dreams in answer to prayers,
I found out more about how God has a personality and recognizes the fact
that I have one too; he spoke so I could understand. It's a rare blessing that
I know I can't control, but that comes as a clear manifestation that someone's
listening.
Straightforward dreams that come to positive fruition in reality are easy
to interpret. Nightmares are the tough nuts to crack. Often the darker side of
the night springs from subconscious fears that may or may not always apply
to our present condition. Past fears, developed in childhood for any number
of reasons, surface sporadically and can be taken at face value or brushed off
as conquered. Reoccurring nightmares tend to arise when belief is founded on
a lack of knowledge about a certain event or relationship. Personally, and so it
may be for everyone, I didn't find this out until I was ready.
My childhood was obscured in some ways. Life was full, but unknowingly
repressed. I lived happily and peacefully, despite the inevitable knock of
sadness at our family's doorstep. My youth is reminiscent of an item on a
conveyer belt, moving along while adding all the right parts: smiles, shine,
and compliments. By no means was I a cookie-cutter child, but there was
surely an element of lackadaisical attitude. Looming over these carefree years
were night-visions of steel-large structures that squealed and roared through
my head. These nightmares continued on up to my twenties, but I never
knew how to view them.
There's a large roller coas ter and I'm on it. Sometimes there are other passengers,
but their faces are blurred. A thick fog is in the air, so much so that it mixes with my
mood and causes a feeling of overcast. Roller coasters never boast heights too intimidating or spins and loops too numerous for my tastes in reality, but this one is different.
It seems abnormally plain, no corkscrews or sheer drop-offs, just a car going towards
unfinished tracks.
These nightmares were like sealed pockets of information that really didn't
surface until I returned from my mission. The mission breezed by and I clung
to the memories that I had made among a people so in need of me and I of
them. I came home with high hopes that a life much like the one I had left
two years prior would await me. Expectations were for a life that was easy,
one that was full of other stops along the conveyer belt. The next stop was
meeting my wife.
Relationships presented themselves initially, but I stumbled for two years
after my homecoming with several opportunities to commit. Life was much
larger than I expected, much deeper and filled with uncertainties. Every time
I would get close to a girl, feelings I described as "negative swellings" that
seemed to be deeply anchored within hindered any thought of moving on. It
was surreal. The choice was mine, but the consensus in my mind attributed
complete control to unknowns. Instinctively, for an LOS male that is, I figured
God would tell me when I could get married and who was right. I remember
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pining for answers a lot, not knowing why God wouldn't let me choose.
Nightmares came like a deluge. The roller coasters spilled over into the days.
I often found myself in a spot I had designated as my own, staring at a
tree indignantly, longing for answers. Usually people just climb or chop them,
or pass them by, choosing to either gain a sense of awe at their miracles or
remain in ignorance of their majesty. When I met this one I noticed its deeply
grooved bark was worn and blackened with weather. Crispy brown leaves
had gathered around its trunk, but its branches still bore alternating shades of
golds and greens. I came to stand with it in a clearing that allowed sufficient
respite from distraction . I came to purge with it. I heard its leaves falling all
around me, heavy with beads of rain. Some still roared above like the ocean
would if it were in the sky, hanging on with their stems despite the strong
breeze. I wondered what was going on inside though. I learned about how
trees work once, but I forgot.
Truth was here somewhere; in the leaves, at the base of the trunk maybe.
Perhaps I could find a meaningful voice in the sprigs fashioned reasonably in
circular motion around the tree, but I really wanted silence. Consolation
about something of this magnitude could come only this way, I told myself.
Perhaps tomorrow my situation would improve.
Surely enough, when I least expected it, I met a girl. Her name was
Stephanie. I proceeded with caution this time, but inevitably negative intimations came again from a source I labeled "God." I resolved this time to not let
go of someone I deemed worthy of loving, but I still didn't know exactly how
to hold on. We tried and failed. Often we cried together. Months passed without speaking. During that time my anxieties dictated that to go forward after
feeling so wrong about things was not the answer. God probably knew that I
could be shaken back to my senses only in his own way.
One night I fell asleep debating whether I should ever see her again. She
had offered to pick me up from a flight back into Salt Lake from Oakland,
where I was working for the summer. I fell asleep unresolved :
A gigantic mural, a bas-relief sculpted into an immense wall stands to my left as
I walk towards a meeting I came to attend. I stop to look at the scene and marvel at
the intricacies of detail. The stone depicts a scene that I am told represents "The
Lord's Side of the Line." People are sculpted throughout, but their expressions and
actions determine on which side of the thick diagonal line they stand. Choirs and
angelic beings, smiles and joyful expressions define the left side of my view, wh ile
false priests with malicious faces, demonic rites and wicked practices pile up on the
right. 1 soak in the images for a moment and then start towards the building where I
am supposed to meet someone. Through the double-doors I see a modest auditorium
where sporadic seats are filled by those in attendance and a speaker stands behind the
podium. The occasion feels familiar, like a church meeting. The left aisle is nearly
empty, but I can make out a silhouette in a chair down a Jew rows. As I approach the
person, I sit next to her and she puts her arm around me. It 's Stephanie.
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I flew home the next day to see her. Most of the conversation was about
whether our hindrance was due to the question of if we were right for each
other or simply my own anxiety. Time dictated to me that I was the cause. For
weeks I sought wisdom from teachers, speakers, and scripture, all the while
fighting off a feeling that grew more intense as I drew nearer to the truth . I
clung to her as I realized I needed to delve into my past. Although uncovering the mysteries of a childhood that seemed a blur brought uncomfortable
times, I was accompanied by a much-needed optimism.
The images began to sharpen in my mind. The facets of my father 's life
were disturbing and led to his premature death, but these facets were never
explored, or rather considered by my psyche. I had no idea that these details
would lead to deep anxiety until they could be sorted through and purged.
The reason for my anxieties was basically deep obscurity. I was kept from the
truth about my family for ten years of my life.
I remember writing a paper once about my dad and how his death had
never bothered me. I reported how I never used his absence as an excuse for
anything. I never questioned it. The scene of a little thirteen-year-old boy at
a funeral, dressed in a green suit and looking down at his dad's coffin with a
dry, emotionless face replayed in my mind sometimes, but life was otherwise
too wonderful to imagine it any other way. I felt nothing then. I was too young
to understand, too young to guess, too young to imagine what was wrong.
I heard that my father was a good man. He directed and produced
theatrical productions at the universi ty in our hometown. He did some good
things. Often, he would let me play Legos in his office and he would make
good lunches before we went to the library. I don't hold too many memories,
but I know he bought me a Game Boy once for Christmas and I cracked the
screen, so we sent in for a replacement. That was probably the year before he
bought me my pet gerbil with the three-story maze that it eventually broke its
neck maneuvering around in.
His life remained a mystery to me, as well as hi s death. I grew up in the
Church loving my surroundings, passionate and confident, with what I
thought was the model of a full, wonderful life. I was extremely optimistic
about everyone. I dreamed about becoming a great musician someday, someone who would make waves in the world . Although I lived under the supervision and care of my mother, I never lacked for a father figure. I never knew
I needed one until I di scovered why I didn' t have one.
The summer before my senior year in college became the summer that
actually provided the chance to change my life. My friends and I would
always guess before every summer how our lives would metamorphose,
usually alluding to the typical find-a-girl / land-a-dream-job conversation.
That summer I actually landed a nightmare job peddling door-to-door in the
burning heat of California, but I did one thing right-I asked Stephanie to
marry me.
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I felt great that day. The temple was especially bright, the sky especially
blue, her smile especially inviting, but the next day it all went away. I was
back to feelings of darkness. That same week I was working as a counselor at
EFY, where I met some people that smiled warmly and shook hands firmly.
There was so much exchanged euphoria that it was hard for me to fit in. On
Tuesday I proposed to her. The very next day we were both looking at each
other in the car with tears and dark feelings. We could have easily given up
and abandoned all possibility of even remaining friends if Thursday night,
after some more difficulty, I wasn't sitting in a meeting that came as an
answer to all these inconsistencies.
The speaker was testifying of the Atonement and its proposal for change.
He stopped his remarks in the middle and surveyed the crowd that had been
fixed on his comments. My prayer for a miracle the night before surfaced in
my memory at that moment because I was searching for something that distinguished itself in his remarks. I began to see one unroll before my eyes. He
explained that he was prompted to say something to one of us. I had never
spoken to this man about my anxieties before, but he went on to disclose a
parallel experience to mine. Before he married, he had to overcome fear that
came from having an abusive father. I thought about my dad . I knew he
wasn't abusive, but I didn't know much else. A sign that came from heaven
with such impenetrable force that it pierced the ceiling and planted itself
firmly in the ground in front of my face reading, "Dan, this is your sign,"
couldn't be any clearer than what I got. I needed to talk to him in private.
The man was kind. He told me that until I found out the reasons of my
parent's separation, I probably wouldn't be able to progress. That seemed easy
enough to understand, just too simple I suppose for such a flippant mind as I
had. I was expecting some deep, doctrinal answer to wipe away all fear and
set me straight on the plain way. After a phone call to my mother and some
serious words, I knew the answers were much deeper and out of reach at that
point than I had thought.
Visits to the tree became an everyday ritual. I knew before long that I
wasn't looking for anything-it was the void that I needed. Back behind me,
people shuffled between destinations as robots on fixed courses. I wondered
if anything was crossing their minds at all, if they felt sharp pain or deep
joy. But then I remembered how I had always lived before these few sad
moments. My eyes fell apologetically on the tree planted solidly in front
of me. How was I to know the inner workings of such a majestic figure?
Something so stoic and rooted on the exterior must have hidden reasons for
being such . I needed those reasons.
I always knew my dad died from a strange disease called AIDS. Back
then, the disease had not reached the level of worldwide epidemic and
everybody thought of it in terms of a horrible, new scourge. For reasons every
boy deserves to hold sacred, I always gave my dad the benefit of the doubt
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when I heard stories of how people contracted it. I was too young to guess
that my dad had lived a very different life. I don't know a lot of details, but
he was abused as a child, along with his brothers and sisters so that confusion
resulted on his side of the family. He had married and divorced once before
my mother, which fact I never knew, and then married my mom and divorced
for the same reason again. Once I knew he was a homosexual, ten years after
the fact, a lifetime of peace was swallowed up in sad moments of surfaced
repression.
Fortunately, friends are golden in hard times. Sadly enough, the day after
I spoke to my mom on the phone, I left Stephanie for three weeks to go on
tour in Nauvoo. Stephanie gave me a note that day:
Don't be afraid of that roller coaster in your nightmares . . . some sharp
pains ... your joys shall be lived on greater heights than the depths of
your sorrows.

I read this note over and over through the stressful times of the trying
Nauvoo weeks, sorting out thoughts and gaining a greater perspective on life
and love. I couldn't help but think of the trials the Saints had in that sacred
place, and how appropriate that that place and period would hold similar
memories for me. I had to wonder though why she would mention my nightmare so specifically. I almost felt like she had some gift to know my life so
intimately considering that we had known each other only for a couple of
months. A few months later, she told me that she had felt strongly prompted
to write those words and to remind me of powerful truths when we had
phone conversations in Nauvoo. Ironically, we later discovered that we came
from similar families.
As clouds began to clear up and I gained my life back in greater form, a
thought came: When I was little and our family used to go to Indiana Beach
on vacation, there was a roller coaster there called "The Galaxy" which my
father always wanted to ride with me. We often fed enormous catfish in a
sealed-off portion of the lake near the ride. Then the inevitable order of events
after gorging the catfish was walking towards the coaster and debating
whether to ride. I remember standing there, my head up to his waist,
approaching the wooden beast in fear. Nothing he could say could move me
to ride it with him . Somehow my dreams transformed this tangible image
from my childhood into the representation of my knowledge of him, and
there it was; I found the missing tracks in my nightmare. I didn't know
that there was a reason why I didn't have a close relationship with him, that I
couldn't ever quite understand him or look up to him. Without those tracks in
place, the obscure reason why my parents divorced, my mind could not move
into an eternal relationship regardless of the best intentions of my heart.
The remedy was aligning my nightmares with reality, and then came
catharsis. The months of purging and recovering from shock made me realize
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that coming out of a trial is like carrying a backpack through the Uintas for
miles and setting it down once the peak is attained, only to realize that you
still feel it for several moments even though you see it on the ground, completely removed. Muscles adjust and the sensation of carrying the pack slowly
fades as you relax and heal. Possibly the best way to do it is to have someone
share the load. That way when you get to the top, you aren't alone and too
weak to descend. I don't think I would have made it up or down without
Stephanie.
Learning about your father helps you see why you do things the way you
do. The difficulty in growing up with a man that you have to see through filtered lenses is discovering the positive qualities that you may have inherited.
However, I grew to appreciate that my father gave me sensitivity, a sense of
passion however channeled, and creativity. In giving me creativity, he actually
helped me find ways to vent while grieving his life. I wrote a poem about
how difficult the news of his life and death was to ingest:
A father's figure:
Such as one I never saw,
Fades and appears.
It cannot be touched .
I purge and plead and find its features.
Slouch,
Stand,
Rise to its height!
Discern its dance rippling through water.
In,
Out,
It breathes and moves to grip your heart.
Thoughts boil and pop.
Then one refuses and all are bathed in it.

Those were dark times, everything relating to the vices of his life. But I
learned to be patient while overcoming the racing of a boy's mind harrowed
up by his father's problems. Honoring our father or our mother, regardless of
what they did, isn't just good advice, it's necessary for our own peace. My
father gave me the right to life in the gospel of Jesus Christ. He gave me a creative mind that helped me woo my wife with music and discover a deeper
reason for cherishing true love.
I wrote a song for my burden-sharer, my future eternal companion:
Bells will ring and we'll sing with an unending hope into forever,
And you'll kneel to see the stars as they burst
As we drink from the fountain of life,
Free as it comes to us.
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Dreams come and go, there's no controlling them, unless we harness their
meaning. I always hoped and prayed for love, and it seemed so lucky in the
end, but it ultimately came becau se I chose to follow my dreams.
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Dust of the Earth
Brenda McKenna

I

waited for my husband in the fading light outside of my work. I have
so111e bad news, he said over the phone. But he wanted to tell me in person.

The blood oozed around the crook of my left elbow, purple and green
shadows forming beneath my flesh as I heard the rattle of our car coming into
the parking lot. The hot pink wrap felt too tight as I bent my arm to pick up
my backpack. After years of donating blood regularly, I'd never bruised . Bad
news, I thought, my jaw tight. Bad news. Cameron didn't say anything as I
climbed into the passenger sea t-he just looked at me for a moment, then
started driving. I glanced at him, stretching my elbow. What's wrong?
Taleah died.
I froze, staring past his face at the lights of evening, the houses, the Utah
Mountains. I held my breath, certain I'd misheard. What?
She died this afternoon . She was on the floor near Ethan and Natalie. They were
all wa tching The Little Mermaid.
I shook my head . I couldn't speak, my throat suddenly thick, the mountains blurring into the browns and purples of dusk. But I thought she would
live into her twenties, I wanted to scream. I thought she would write or paint,
dazzle the world with her gifts. I could not say goodbye, I could not picture
her face, and the mountains disappeared as I covered my eyes with my hands
and sobbed. My elbow ached, but I didn't care. Cameron squeezed my shoulder.
You want to go see her? She's in the hospital.
I swallowed and nodded, once, the weight of the mountains pressing
above and beneath. My eyes were still closed, my elbow still bent, and all
I could see behind my lids was red.
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I squatted near my three-year-old niece, pressing pictures of her mother,
her father, her brother and sister in the damp earth. Clay flecked under my
nails and onto my knuckles as she lay on her side in the grass, grinning with
a quiet delight. Born with Spinal Muscular Atrophy, a disease that makes it
impossible for her to walk, sit up, or even swallow on her own, she saw the
earth with more patience than I ever will. She often froze, listening, her ear
pressed against the very flesh of the land. But at that moment she watched
me as I wrote her name. Look, Taleah-my fingers are all brown. Not like your
pretty hands. ls that pink nail polish? She sucked in air with a glare. It's not
pink-it's red! Her face was ferocious, her eyes scrunched up and lips drawn
in tight. I could only blink. Definitely red, I agreed.
I sat near Taleah as blood rushed through my cheeks, my eyes, my fingers,
a hot and hidden crimson flow. Crimson, too, was the blood that seeps
through the land, melting edges of rocky flesh and pooling in the scalding
bellies of the earth. I felt fascinated by mountains, from the cutout peaks
cupping Provo like a hand to the jagged blue-white fist that forms the
volcanic Mt. Rainier near my Washington home. I couldn't see the blood
building deep, dried igneous rock or magma or metamorphic swirls crusted
beneath earthy nails, but I could sense a sheer weight, and I caught myself
peering up and up as I wondered: ls this what it means to be the dust of the
earth? I felt strong as I saw my hand s moving, a thousand tendons and veins
and bits of dust working together to brush my niece's cheek.

I first met Taleah on Super Bowl Sunday, the same Sunday I met
Cameron's uncle, aunt, and fourteen brothers and sisters. Cameron's house
was crammed with people-nephews hanging from the tree out front, twoand three-year-olds screaming in the living room, adults packed around the
TV munching chips and trying to listen over the noise. Taleah came late that
day, and I couldn't understand why she looked so limp. I glanced at her
mother Monica as she set Taleah on a blanket, plugged in a machine, and
sucked spit from Taleah's mouth. Taleah can't swallow on her own, Cameron
whispered. I tried not to stare. I couldn't understand then that this child, thi s
one-year-old motionless child, would change the way I see God. I couldn't
understand she would move mountains in my world.

People always talked behind Taleah's head in high-pitched voices. Taleah
rarely responded, and I didn't blame her. Still, I never remedied the situation.
I felt afraid to kneel down next to her and really talk, talk enough so that she
would talk back. I could see in her eyes secrets I couldn't hope to capture,
secrets involving hours of silence and stillness, and I felt a fear that I wouldn't
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understand her. And then, one Sunday, I brought a ball and jacks early to the
weekly family dinner. I walked into the kitchen. Taleah stared at me from
the top of the table. Cameron went into the living room to discuss basketball
with his brother John. No one was really watching. Maybe in the quiet I could
try to talk. I could try to listen.
I took a breath and sat next to Taleah, who lay limp on a cloud blanket.
Hi, I said. Taleah didn't respond, watching in silence for a time as I dropped
the ball, snatched, and dropped again. And then, after my third bad miss, my
hands dropping the ball and snatching only air, she looked at me and smiled.
I like red, she said. And the pink jacks.
I jumped, a little. I hadn' t really expected to listen, or to do much other
than say hello and struggle with jacks. After all, Taleah'd been watching me
spin and giggle and hide from other nieces and nephews for nearly six
months, always with her lips puckered and upcurved. But never, when I knelt
at her side and asked her a question, would she respond. She responded to
her mother, her father, her mother's sister and brother. Never any uncles or
aunts on her father's side of the family. Until that day.

I gave her the red ball, and we discussed the merits of color. We often
discussed color after that Sunday. Her cheek pressed against the table, against
the grass, against the blanket as we chatted about purples and reds and
greens. I imagined in her stillest hours she could hear the whisper of magma,
the rustle of rock grinding against rock, and so I listened carefully day by day
for a bit of wisdom she might say. Mostly she talked about red, or about how
she hated mosquitoes, or how she wanted to be Dorothy from The Wizard of
Oz for Halloween. At three years old she could spell her name in peas with
her arm in a sling-she couldn't swallow, couldn't stand, but there was never
anything wrong with her mind . I could see her becoming a great artist, fire in
her brush, fire beneath her concaved belly. A writer or a painter, a genius who
would never swallow pizza, who would never sit up or walk all on her own,
a little girl who called herself Super Tia while dressed up in a towel cape on
the stair, a little girl who could die any time of a simple cold. Children with
SMA often die young, most before the age of one. Due to the efforts of her
mother, Monica, her father, John, and several dedicated doctors, Taleah lived
nearly four times longer than expected. I knew about the air flights to the
hospital during flu and cold season, about the long waits in white rooms for
her lungs to recover. Still, with Taleah's imagination, her ability to see color
and listen in silence, I believed she would live forever.

I've believed in a lot during my life, but never did I believe in two deeper
truths: God is good and Taleah will live. The mountains fill with magma, the
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plates ever-shifting, God watching above-I know without seeing, a powerful
bit of faith.

I believed in Santa Claus until I turned nine, I believed my Big Bear and my
Troll dolls could whisper, could move, but I never knew an imaginary friend
as a child. I never discovered a family living in our cupboards or in the attic
that only I could see. I didn't know the likes or dislikes or habits of any
Hallelujahs or Moses Dees. But on days when I could smell the du sty earth
and the damp Washington pine, walking and listening to the wind, I felt
I could see God.
I knew I couldn't really see him, solid as Mount Rainier or my own livedust hand, but I imagined He wore a white shirt and a tie, always, He drank
milk and the occasional root beer (but never real beer), and He often walked
by at my side on the early morning path to school. I talked to Him like an old
friend, often listening for responses in my head, responses which I only really
felt but never heard . We chatted and we laughed: He forgave me when I
whispered the word hell in gym class, just to see what swearing would be
like, and He smiled, His eyes colored brown-red as the bricks on my elementary school, the afternoon in fourth grade when while walking to the bathroom I shut my eyes and silently prayed. Heavenly Father, if You really are listening, if You really do love 111e, please help me to get a piece of candy. Amen. I'll bet
His smile grew huge when Ms. Kimball, the biggest, meanest teacher in the
school, rounded the corner thirty seconds later. She looked at me and winked.
I froze, holding out my hall pass, my eyes huge. Ms. Kimball towered over
me, enormous as a mountain as she opened her palm. You look like a girl who
needs a piece of candy, she said with another wink. I gasped, grabbed the
Snickers bar from her hand, walked slowly out to the courtyard and looked
up at the slate blue sky. Sun fla shed off Mount Rainier in the distance. I could
hear God grinning in the wind .

I sa t with Taleah on a grassy hill, an hourglass cupped in her palm. I halfhummed a snatch of Judy Garland's "Over the Rainbow," the song soothing
and smooth as chocolate until Taleah frowned and glared at me, her voice
fervent. If it rims out of sa11d, Dorothy will die! Taleah looked worried, but I
almost always managed to flip the glass over just in time. Once I missed, and
as the last grain of sand trickled to the bottom I pointed off in the distance.
Look - the witch is melting! Dorothy's saved! Taleah frowned, then just as quickly
laughed.
There 's no witch here!
Oh. Sorry. Maybe she melted so fast you did 11 't see her.
No. Silly.
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I grinned and flicked a leaf off her cheek, and we sat in the wind for a
time, my eyes on her and her eyes fixed on the distant mountains, bright with
the fire of the sun.

Geology hold s a special power for us creatures of grace and truth . God
knows. He pushes the pla tes together, raises mountains with an invisible
hand. His breath in a rib and the du st, in the very blood of the earth, a pillar
of fire forever. Even now I can see God hiking among the Uintas, Taleah
whole and strong in the crook of His right arm, one hand on the raspy earth,
one on a child He loves dearly. He feels His own creations warm and cool,
red blood pooled beneath each of His palms.

Two days before Taleah's fourth birthday I tou ched her cheek and felt the
coldness of clay and the mountainside. This is what it 111eans to be the dust of
the earth. I stood in the hospital for hours, heat flowing through my bruised
elbow and behind my eyes until her parents leaned against the cold metal
table, exhau sted, and I finally took a step toward Monica. I can't say I'm
sorry, for I believe for the first time Taleah must be able to dance. She must
dance, she mu st run, she mu st feel the grass under her feet, not her cheek,
for otherwise God is a lie and I knew in my heart that the real lie lurked in
thinking a pale face and limp body is all that remains. So I can' t say I'm sorry.
All I can think of to say is thank you. Thank you for fighting so hard for
Taleah . I' m so glad I got to meet her, her grin for a moment mine. My arms
pressed Monica so close the heat seeped in . I could feel her shoulders shaking,
my flim sy words swallowed in a fire more profound than the mountains and
more stunning than the grave.
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bike lock
Chloe James
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Windshield
Emily Stanfill

It's almost too muchThe hue of bug guilt.
Every splat adds
a soul's Rorschach on the glass.
Since Nebraska we've picked up enough for
mod ern arta Pollack in green and grey"Rocky Mountain Souvenirs no 3."
I wonder if my soul will one day splatter on God's
golden panea slimy record of the inside stuffa collision with heavenly things.
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Soul's Harvest
Church,
Newburgh,
Southern Indiana
Emily Stanfill
Sunday Morning
8:06

AM

Preacher man pulls on his galoshes
and prays to the Almighty for divine assistance in reaping
all 327 lbs of Mrs. Wilson's heavenly vessel.
Walking by your tin-slat church,
I wonder how you'll harvest mine.
Perhaps Ghost-buster style,
A man in the frock with lasers,
electron hyper-rays,
and a container unit.
In the 4th dimension my sizzled soul
would stir martinis with Slimer
and waltz,
waiting for Judgment.
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Or
I say I'm hosed into a river flowing
Styx-like through the concrete navemy soul slurping in a flood of the Spirit.
Once at sea, I would speak in tongues to the crawdads,
while preacher man floats by in a glass-bottomed boat,
fishing me from the goats and the sheep.
Praise be, preacher manblast me, hose me, fi sh me,
I'm ripe for paradise.
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The Female
Novelist Talks
of Thomas Pynchon
a.e. marlowe

I think one reason why
Thomas Pynchon
drives me batty is that I want to be himpaper sack special guest on Simpsons,
those two or three facts in the biography
before the introduction
in the anthology.
I envied, long and coldly, that perfected anonymity.
When I go out for sport, with my non-ankles
Easing calves into toes, I look like Helga the shot-putter,
My butchered hair tucked behind my ears (butch)
And my thighs tragically foreshortened before me.
(A word for the locker-issued clothes:
I delight in you.
T-shirts, worn warm and sweat-washed soft,
Billow under my armpits, form their folded rifts over my hips,
And grow two dark spots on the back, low and high, Rorschach of
myself.
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These blue shorts, mediums [tight], and standard,
Intimates of me and of a whole sisterhood who frown,
Cinch the drawstring, cinch again.
These not-white socks, ah, folded unison
double-enforced toe and double-broken elastic.)
Somehow in the car mirror I admire my uglinessMy double chin and fat girl cheeks,
The spackling of red pimples in the T-area,
The unAbout-the-Author way my nose flares into hanging nostrils,
The place my dark roots show.
After the game, we all go out to the Ungulate
And talk our deep thoughts out
Over just a half apple strudel, please, and tea.
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The Winter of Our Discontent
Zack Taylor
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Conceptualize.
Collate.
Enigma
S. Nash Woodward

Conceptualize.Collate.Enigma
Isn' t she awake, there on the other side of the world?
I can't sleep, listening to records skipping from too many plays,
needle smoothed the grooves out.
Can't sleep, searching the ether for desert signs, trailer trash, obscure
musicians.
I close my eyes and reach out over the pacific.
They say telepathy is available to all, you just have to tap in to it,
an invisible spume of messages crisscrossing the globe.
I believe them.
Somewhere eyes are open, shut, open, closed.
I feel them fluttering, lashes falling, sighing.
I am passing through the boundary, the separating line,
changing time zones and entering the other side of wakefolness.
My skin rills, I connect, misfire,
feel that epileptic color coming onMust have crossed wires with God
Sending messages to people far away.

Auxesis.Determiner.Mentor
Under your meta-taxing eye, my lie is cold
you name me in the hallway, way out
thermometer measures my reply-it mi ght be a mix-up.
the carpet rubs our soles as we shuffle, shuffle past.
You reach to touch, but I flatten against the wall.
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Keys out of my pocket now, I unlock the door and shrug
myself through. Neighbors.
You push on by regardless,
shouldering into the hallway.
We stand in the closet among the coats,
your nose is in my eye.
My wife's black wool makes you itch.
You try not to show it.
We stand there, breathing heavily,
my nose wrinkles as it touches your lips.
I look left, then down, stare at the streak of white in a red button.
You shift your weight from foot to foot, make noises in your throat
As if to speak.

Experimentation.Result.Ecumenicalism
At the gym, I finger my left bicep, the one spent nights built up
Slack and flabby now, plush white tone
you, you who were my spotter, left me choking
under the bar, the weights.
Recognizing what you were, wanting to do something about it,
I burned you in effigy, but wasn't satisfied.
Did it again, larger this time, stitched you in brown burlap
Watched your crooked toothbrush-painted mouth blacken and fade,
But it didn't make any difference. It had to be you.
So I waited from the junipers across the street,
Watched your lights go on and off. Waited for you to show, but you slept on.
Drove to the Days Inn, rented a room.
Went straight to the desk drawer, found the Gideon's Bible, green,
The color of my eyes when they are angry.
I read Psalms to cool down, reviewed the story of Absalom
He was just like me; perhaps he was my ancestor.

72

Concept ualize.Collate.Enigma

Reiteration.Conflagrate.Orator
If I hire the right genealogist, the connection will be there. The sheets stick to
my skin, tangling
with me, triggering claustrophobic thrashing. Next room
over, a humidifier keeps my boy breathing
His weak lungs chafing at the dry furnace air.
Aunt offers her services as a religious interpreter when I visit. It's free, she
says: it's in the boy's best interest.
A registered guide to the unknown, Aunt wants to channel
Pope Joan for me, thinks her cross-dressing habits will rectify my self-doubt.
I walk towards the moon, a ball of margarine at least one-quarter yogurt,
And think of my son, his rasping breath loud in my ears. I see him, cradled in
the moon,
tucked under the edge of the maria. He is moving slowly,
glistening, shining, a fish seeking deeper waters.
He is hard at work, lungs laboring, heaving.
Hear it, the noise follows me;
The gasping, my God, my boy,
Out, out in the cool night.
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iron wings
Chloe James
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will it be in
black and white
Chloe James

in this picture kurt cobain is wearing more
eyeliner than I did yesterday
when I abandoned my tea for an introspective
look into the weathered eyes. I am stolen again, for a moment
by age, depressions and pale gray variations in skin.
how does each framed eye, the colorless,
become water and ash at the moment we see each other.
I have crow's feet too. I' m twenty-two.
I layer thick, black pigment over
the fragile skin
mimicking rolling stone' s rendering. I'll take up smoking
if it will make me care less
when the terror comes.
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such small hands
Chloe James
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L'amitie
Chloe James

This is just to say,
that I'd like to take the box
from your freezer, and sit indian-style with
my back to your fridge, across from you,
your knees making a valley for pitted fruit:
one for me, one for you,
until our fingers and mouths and the linoleum
are sticky; until we curl for sleep
in our sugared breath, safe, after
swallowing anxiety and exposure,
respectively cold, and sweet,
no apologies
for the empty paper box.
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Pink Ribbons
William Bishop

Lying awake at night
I decided her long teeth
look like John Elway'sthe grinning
quarterback-thoroughbred,
triumphant in the Kentucky Derby
or Super Bowl.
But lately, when she smiles,
I no longer think of football
lying awake at night.
I think of two yellow braids,
a red, fleshy laugh and
lips to match.
I think, laying awake at night,
not so much of
horse teeth, truth
or dare or
the fences we've hopped, but of
eyes.
Blue eyes.
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And then it
occurs to me as I
roll over onto my back.
It occurs to me like
some sort of Tom Sawyer
turning twelve.
It occurs to me as I close my eyes and,
for the first time, think
what if we were tojust maybe, what if we
pull out
those pink ribbons, let it
all unravel
and forget about football
and forget about braids.
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the dishwasher
James Dewey

kids out, dishes in
she slumps at the table
smearing a dollop of peanut butter as far as it will smear
and listening to the dishwasher
clean dishes dirty
dirty dishes clean
clean dishes dirty
dirty dishes clean
and she's somewhere in between
suddenly standing
suspecting something in the cycles
in the mutter of tupperware drums, she
woosh-opens the dishwasher door
plates stop their tribal romp in mid-step, sweat
dripping from perfect bodies
monkey cups shiver in the alien breeze
knives breathe
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everyone
is staring
at her staring face

Why do you get jungle? she asks
but only the heat-an animal tongue-respond s
enwombing her neck, lips,
ears
she flips the switch
secret rites resume
soon the rhythm is a room
soon the rhythm is a room
soon the rhythm is a room
chants dancing
in steam and rain
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Blooms
Tom Reese
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Flowers for Gabriela
Aaron Robert Allen

I forget if it was tulips or roses
we threw on Victor's sinking coffin .
I like to remember it as spring:
great handfuls of pastel tulips.
I remember a plane ride,
corning home alone,
thinking all the time of our tenements,
stacked side to side, high and human.
Deep green and orange honeysuckle vines
along and between the buildings,
sucking out their sweetness from the bitter red brick.
Your great grandfather beat his pregnant wife.
He hoped, if she just bled enough,
he could excuse himself from the revolution.
She did not bleed for long, nor did her child .
He went off to fight.
She eased the three-headed pain inside with a tea
brewed from lemon and hibiscus petals.
Before a high school dance
my small blonde date-slight shouldered wisconsin girlpinned a carnation to my lapel.
Her hand trembled all the way
and fumbling, pricked herself on the pin.
She left her pale hand on my chest,
still trembling.
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Your great-grandfather died at Torreon,
going down under his horse after the first volley.
When the hooves and dust had passed,
open eyes staring on a patch of nearby daisies:
(he thought last of his wife and child, like daisies)
white petals, yellow center,
roots that grew strong and deep, and red .
When we saw Van Gogh's Sunflowers
lilting in their vase like forgotten royalty,
we suddenly left that place.
In central park we stretched ourselves
it seemed, to the heatless winter sun
and lying, said nothing for a very long time.
Casablanca lilies, heavy headed in the vase
pull on their stems and quickly bow.
The burden of their fragrant heads always too much
for a sudden lack of roots.
My mother used to say,
if I pulled the pollen off their pistils
they would live longer.
I could never bring myself to do it.
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When your mother threaded orange blossoms
through your hair, her hand also trembled.
You didn't notice, you were a child,
and refused to come in at dusk when she called.
She told me once,
walking through the orchard
And looking at the pebbled, fallen fruit
that she mourned you even then.
The construction paper roses on the dresser
(where you left them)
gather dust and, when I pick them up,
leave their imprint on the clean black wood.
I have come to unfold them, and learn
How they were made.
Instead, I just look at the absent space in the dust,
And at the red tops of the flowers,
Open like wounds.
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pater noster
Chloe James
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Hunger Song
Aaron Robert Allen

It has rained constant and soft for three days now.
The ground has filled with water, the roads are wet
and my good leather shoes slush and squish with mud
as I walk slowly home.

On the concrete there are worms.
They move, scattered and slow, some diagonal,
others without any order.
I stop to watch one as it makes slow, desperate circles.
Then the pigeons come squat and slick and wet beaked.
They gorge themselves on the aimless worms
and fly over trees towards nests
to satiate their children.
I walk, quick diagonal across the street
towards my home, and inside
my thoughts move with the worms and the rainconstant, aimless circles.
I learned just yesterday that worms rise so as not to drown.
They flee the saturation of the ground .
They can't survive the constancy of rain .
Pick me up God.
Fly me home.
Feed me to your children.
Only then can we be satiated.
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Sleeping after
Ten Hours at
the Fabric Store
Deja Earley

I dream the screaming ladies follow me home,
pushing their carts still packed with Christmas-in-July bargains.
They line up at the foo t of my bed,
demanding two yards, sixty-three yards, forty-two centimeters,
an acre of slipping satin, and sixteen inches of leopard print fleece.
I plead my shift is over.
I can't cut fabric in my sleep.
But grandmas keep shoving 40% off coupons under my pillow,
furious I am out of Santa-suit velvet.
Shift to the kitchen table,
and they are all my grandmother,
crunching saltines and drinking milk to unwind .
We snap jokes and giggle over zipper lengths
before I tuck them into their carts,
curled under scratchy batting,
bolts of flannel for pillows.
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I tell them I finally forgive them
for being too sick to see my debut
in Hansel and Gretel when I was 10.
I tell them we're moving the patterns
to be close to the notions.
I tell them I will cut again tomorrow.
Then I glide them home through rainy streets
and park them on their doorsteps,
murmuring for drinks of water
and new thimbles.
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Eating My Lunch
in Trafalgar Square,
I Get My Picture Taken
Deja Earley

If your Texan grandma
begged the fountain ducks to hold still
or if your German nephew scattered pigeons
on a May afternoon
if your Pakistani boyfriend
posed like Admiral Nelson
or if the American teenagers
reclining on the lion' s back
draping their arms around hjs neck
sitting on his paws
picking his nose
giving him bunny ears
and a kiss
belong to you
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Trafal ga1- Squ are

look for me to the left
one inch tall
eating my yogurt
wearing a red sweater.
I'll take my camera home on Tuesday.
But my image will scatter the globegoing home in rolling suitcases,
showing up in glossy prints,
accidentally re-wound when your French cousin
hit the wrong button
tossed and trapped forever when delinquents
snatched your purse.
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Trenten Johnson
Ch loe James
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Three Poems
Trenten Johnson

I. Buddhism
there is something
exquisitely unspeakable
about the first day of fall
whose leaves billow a swarm of butterflies
and land perfectly
no matter when or where.

2. Rains Come
Before the week of rain
stewed the delicate dusting of fallen leaves
each one a crumbling husk
into the shell of smashed pumpkins on the road a week after
Halloween.
You should have seen it then
when the wind danced with brown and yellow
and all life spread out nude and clean
under a rustling blanket in the weak sun.
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T hree Poems

A moment's reverence only
until the inevitable crushing stiffness of my boot
left the first mark of loss
an instant crumbled and left to fade.
If anything is left now of the world
made by that first stumbling change
it is dissolved in sodden grey skies.
Somewhere where no rain comes
the leaves are always fresh fallen
where I will not step again.

3. Intentionality
The leaves plastered wet to rust stained cement
could not be more perfectly placed
if God personally dictated
each individual impression.
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Genealogy
Trenten Johnson

Body from Body
like amoebas,
there is only one wise asexual parent
who's regeneration preserved self
becoming first to rise after that early false night
turned dawn.
Body from body
one substance sole,
dirt and breath bound into naked slime.
Every life ripped off from the side,
incubating under an arm
budding out of a hand
or foot.
Body from body
across generationsmembrane division of spiritpulling apart, becoming new.
A father, a mother,
all things collapse into one body;
mangled into a thousand parts,
blood strained from flesh.
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Genealogy

Body from body
ad infinitum .
Imbibing, engulfing,
with reverential greed the consecrated carcass.
Cannibal transmission.
Piece by piece transcendence.
As death is by breaking and blood
birth is by breaking and blood.
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He may be detected by his frequent use of scatological termino logy. To his great delight,
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a.e. marlowe
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or a. e. marlowal are the adjective forms.
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Graduating with a Bachelor of Arts in Humanities from Brigham Young University
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participant in The Poetaster Project, the university's informal poetry club.
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James Dewey is a Master's student in Portuguese at BYU. Dewey founded The
Poetaster Project. In his spare time, he travels to Mozambique.
Deja Earley
Deja Earley writes poetry mainly from memories and travel experiences, using her
imagination to make the familiar foreign and the foreign familia1; She will graduate this
August with a Master's in English and wi ll start her PhD in the fal l at University of
Southern Mississippi.
Emily Stanfill
Emily Stanfill rocks the literary world with her unique and timely poetry. Currently a
graduate student at BYU, she will travel exorbitant distances for a good cannoli.
Anthony Morrison
Anthony Morrison is currently a student at BYU. Other than that, no one really knows
where he is or what he does when he's there. Several hypotheses suggest he lives in
Provo, has roommates, and li kes pizza.
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Brenda McKenna
Brenda McKenna loves her husband, books, ice cream, water polo, and children. She is
currently attending graduate school in creative writing and British literature at the
University of Utah after graduating from BYU, so she's a misfit at either school. Please
send cookies. Money and books are also acceptable.
Chloe James
Chloe James earned her BA in English at BYU in April 2005. She presented her original
poetry portfolio at the National Undergraduate Literature Conference (WSU, 2005)
and was one of three students chosen to present individual creative work for the
English Department Reading Series (BYU, 2004). Chloe enjoys photography, oil painting
and the solitary drive to Southern Utah. She currently lives in Sandy with her dog,
Skipper. and loving roommates (most cal l them her parents).
This is her second appearance in lnscape.
Trenten Johnson
Trenten Cox Johnson, 1982- 2005, earned his BA in English with a minor in philosophy
at BYU in April 2005. He presented his original poetry portfolio at the National
Undergraduate Literature Conference (WSU, 2005) and later that year received an
honorable mention for the 2005 Ethel Lowry Handley Poetry Prize. During his time at
BYU,Trent was a member of FAD., the Forum for Artistic Discussion, and Apri l, a
writers' group.This is his first posthumous appearance in lnscape. Trent would like to
take this opportunity to perform the Riki Tiki booty shake.
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Aaron Robert Allen is not a psuedonym. Recently graduated with a BA in English, Allen
plans to return to BYU this fall as a grad student in poetry. Allen is a cast member and
writer for Divine Comedy, BYU's premiere writing group, and a founding member of
Cougar Raps (C-Raps).
Dan Dunn
Dan Dunn was born in Normal, Illinois, where he began writing letters of the alphabet.
Immediately following he composed several works of moderate recognition that hung
from his mother's refrigerator door. As a result, his accolades earned him a scholarship
to middle school and the subsequent sentence to high school, whereupon leaving he
dutifully joined a squad of academians that incessantly refer to themselves as "Cougars."
Tom Reese
Tom Reese is studying English at BYU and started shooting photography a few years
ago just for fun. Although it is mostly a hobby, he has submitted several photos in
shows, where they have appeared on a couple of occasions.This is his first appearance
in lnscape.
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Ciara Thompson
Ciara Thompson graduated in August with her BA in English from BYU. Prior to
attending BYU, she studied music at BYU-ldaho, where she received her Associates in
vocal performance. Her future plans include writing and teaching voice lessons. She
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Zack Taylor is a BYU student originally from Minnesota. He is majoring in photography
and is currently in his sophomore year: Zack is studying to become a documentary
photographer; but on the side he enjoys experimenting in other forms of art. He
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